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Traveller: Professor Green 


Chapter 1 


The Traveller awoke, and he knew quite a few things for 
certain. For instance, he knew he could see in the infrared spectrum, 
along with the ultra-violet wavelength. He knew beyond a shadow of a 
doubt that he was on Temporal Nexus Point Earth, in the Edo province 
of Japan, in the year 1867. When the Traveller stood, he further 
viewed that he was in a clearing on the edge of a forest. 

Nothing strange about that. What was peculiar, however, was 
that all of the grass and shrubbery and foliage around him, (about an 
acre total) were scorched black. How very odd, he thought. 

What was also odd, thought the man in green, was that he had 
absolutely no idea who he was. 

He looked up in the air and saw the sun in the distance, but also 
something else. A phone booth. Red. British style. How very odd. 
Simply... floating, several stories above him. 

The Traveller's enhanced senses had alerted him several 
moments prior about the presence, the cavalry headed his way. He 
hadn't really cared. Not until they'd arrived. The amnesiac Chron-Arch 
turned to find six mounted, fully-armored Samurai had been 
dispatched from the local Prefecture to investigate a severe 
disturbance. 

For their part, the Samurai viewed what they determined to bea 
demon. (ONI!) A strange, green devil: glowing emerald energy 
seemingly from hell itself. Some dragon-man. Of course, the Samurai 
screamed at him. Of course, the Traveller tried his best to 


communicate, yet the warriors from 1867 were having none of it. 


Five of the retainer Samurai released arrows. Three arrows 
apiece, slinging 15 total arrows with lethal points in under a second, 
blurring through the heavens toward the glowing emerald 'dragon- 
man’. 

When he smiled, the Traveller's mouth poured forth powerful jade 
energy, along with his eyes. 

The arrows disintegrated upon contact. The amnesiac time-lord 
in the crisp, emerald suit tilted his head, "| had always heard the 
Japanese, especially the Samurai, were known for their politeness and 
displays of respect!" 

The group of provincial retainers were stunned. Shouting 
obscenities in ancient Japanese at the green demon, they suddenly 
found their weapons had evaporated in their hands. Now they were no 
longer angry... they were afraid. The Traveller had simply to wave, 
and suddenly the samurai found themselves relieved of their clothing, 
sitting backward on their horses, naked in a full gallop back to Edo. 
"How... disappointing." the Traveller in green shook his head as he 
waved them goodbye. He then noticed his hands were still emanating 
that peculiar jade glow. Some bizarre, emerald-hued energy wafted 
from him, as if his skin was the only membrane holding back a super- 
nova. 

The Traveller wasn't incorrect. 

After speculating, the man in green returned his attention to the 
British phone booth which hung in the sky. The moment he looked 
upon it, however, it plummeted; as if it were a marionette with the 
strings cut. After a five-second long free-fall, the phone booth crashed 
to the scorched earth with a horrendous impact, spewing dirt into the 
air and sending nearby birds screaming. 


When the dust settled, the Traveller walked to the smashed, red 
British phone booth. He began to open the door, yet found that his 
touch caused the outer casing to collapse. The phone booth pieces 
fell, tumbling, like tiles from a wall. 

When the red portions fell to the ground they vanished into ashes, 
then into nothingness. Only ebony cinders remained of the red shell. 

Underneath, seemingly the entire time, had been a large green 
pagoda. 

The structure was about the same size as the red phone booth had 
been; about the size of a common vending machine, yet it was... 
different. Concave, thatched roofing depicted the standard Asian 
building style. It sported intricate, jade-accented tile and woodwork, 
highlighted by green and emerald decorative motifs. The Pagoda 
looked as if it belonged in a Tibetan monastery, a device used 
sometimes for prayer, but mostly for housing candles, incense and 
bells. 

A quasi-religious Asian tool-shed. The amnesiac time lord 
shrugged, and opened the green door. 

Inside was darkness, and then blackness, and then... seemingly 
endless nothingness. He shouted, "Hello?" and his voice echoed from 
far, far away. This was the only response. 

His first step inside lit up a faintly green, incandescent floor panel 
below him. He continued to the second step, lighting up a bit more. 
On the third step there was more light, yet he still couldn't manage 
even to see the ceiling of this colossal interior. The fourth was 
different. 

The fourth step lit up an entire cross-section of flooring, revealing 
a multi-sided podium. On the floor next to the strange, green lectern 


lay a smashed, smoking red watch. 

The man in green bent down and picked it up. When he placed 
his free hand, and the broken temporal wrist device on the podium, 
the center exploded emerald energy upward. 

Abruptly, the interior was completely lit. And, the man in green 
was not impressed. Inside was nothing but a bare, metal framed 
factory. Endless acres of empty, emerald hued metal walls. Nothing 
else. No furniture, no bathrooms...not even any pictures! 

The Chron-Arch in the green suit sighed, "Hello?" he shouted 
again, hopefully. Far overhead, from some ancient intercom system, 
came a series of vaguely-female sounding technical crackles. 
Combined with the unintelligible echoes this produced, the overall 
effect was incredibly creepy. 

He removed a lime colored scarf from his suit and wiped his 
forehead, "Oh, dear. What am | to make of all this tom-foolery? This... 
this... this Bally-hew!!!" he gazed at the green, grated, industrial metal 
flooring as he rubbed the back of his neck. 

When he looked up the time lord glimpsed a single, flashing 
button he hadn't noticed before. Or, perhaps it simply wasn't there 
before. 

Regardless, Mr. Green pressed the emerald button... 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 2 


~ Traveller: Mr. Blue ~ 
Chapter 32 


(Contd.) 

... saber cracked her neck and walked out of Purge's threshold, 
followed by Mr. Blue and Sully. 

Logopolis Beta was a massive technological marvel. Sully 
couldn't believe what he was seeing. Flying cars. People having 


conversations on the street with what appeared to be holograms. 


Animatronic pets. Even the trees appeared made of some strange, 
flexible metal and wire. 

He forced his attention to the strange time traveler in blue and 
the hot time lady in the black leather. They appeared to be saying 
their 'fare-well's. 

"I really could use some help out here. I have no idea what I'm 
doing. Are you sure your assignment is over? And where does 
Captain Jack get HIS orders?" Mr. Blue was earnest. Saber had never 
seen him be earnest. Or humble. 

The time agent nodded to Sully, who was lighting a smoke, "You 
have help now." 

Sully looked over at the two of them, "Eh?" 

Saber started to walk away, but Mr. Blue gently touched her 
shoulder, "Sure? Certain? I mean... this is it? You're just leaving? All 
the things we've done, all the places yet to go? I just-" 

“Calm down." 

“You know I'm not some kind of super hero! I don't carry a gun 
or a sword! I thought we could pal around for awhile, see some 
sights-" 

"We'll cross paths again. I'll keep in touch." 

Mr. Blue shook his head vehemently, "Oh, too right. That's what 
they always say-" 

“Traveller-" 

“We'll be pen pals and keep in touch and write postcards and it 
never works outs. It's a load of bollocks. This is it. You're leaving 
and-" 

“Traveller! Calm down." Saber lifted his chin, moving his head 


for him. Then Mr. Blue saw an emerald pagoda in the distance. From 


far away Mr. Blue watched Professor Green doff his hat and dab at 
his neck with a lime handkerchief. 

"I mean: WE'LL CROSS PATHS AGAIN." Saber emphasized with 
a gorgeous grin. "Jackass..." she kissed his cheek and laughed as she 
walked off, toward the future Traveller. 

Mr. Blue watched Saber stroll away. This time, he wasn't sad to 
see a friend leave. He was looking forward to it. The green Japanese 
pagoda vanished in the traditional TARDIS style and the time lord in 


the cobalt suit took a deep breath, closing his eyes... 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 3 


“Nice hat.” Saber stated. The beautiful time agent strode 
through Purge's newest incarnation, her footfalls echoing on the metal 
grates. She acted like she'd been here before. Confidently, she slid her 


fingers and hands over emerald and jade dials and levers, "You need 
to work on the piloting. You shouldn't be phasing in and out several 
times before final position." 

"I'm sorry, my dear rude, presumptuous girl! And to whom am | 
addressing?" 

Saber turned and leered at him, rolling her eyes so far upward that the 
man in green thought she'd become possessed, "Oh my GOD!" the 
time agent squealed, "So you did the whole common-man, working- 
class guy first. Next, you were the slap-sticky, goofball Brit, then you 
were the unpredictable New York gangster, now it looks like you're 
going for stuffed-shirt, oxford intellectual?" 

"I'm...what?" 

"What happened to Purge's voice interface?" 

"Who's what now?" 

"Purge." Saber folded her arms, "Perfect! Your time capsule? Your 
IEOTARDIS... " 

A blank stare was the response from the amnesiac, accidental 
time lord in green. Saber threw her arms up hopelessly, "Early days, 
huh? Wow. Wowee..." 

"My young lady, do I, in point of actual fact... Know... you?" 

The gorgeous, eons-old woman smiled, "Yes. You know me- 
mostly as an ally, occasionally as a verbal sparring partner. I'm 
SABER." 

"Symbioses-Armed, Bio-Engineered Re-combination." the time 
lord in green rattled off. Saber's grin widened, "You remember my full 
name now, Professor Time Lord Baby Sir?" 

Mr. Green was fiddling with a jade umbrella, "Was that my name? 
Professor-" 


"No-" Saber shook her head, "No." The time agent examined the 
Smashed red time watch, "Looks like Purge had to channel all backup 
power to this device. Over-loaded it. She must've been trying to 
communicate across hundreds of years..." 

"Still haven't the faintest clue what you're blathering on about." 
the emerald-clad time lord replied. Saber glanced at him and 
shrugged, "Well, then," she fished a pair of spectacles from his pocket 
and placed them on his face, "Let's go to the last known co-ordinates, 
re-trace your steps, and see if we can't get your memory back." 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 4 


Bro's Judoon cruiser hung under a cloud bank, maintaining 
his holding pattern over Japan. Hovering above Tokyo with its infinitely 
blinking, multi-colored lights. 

2222 AD. Jade had just jumped ... And Jade had just disappeared. 

The young rhino barely had a chance to verify she'd been sent to 
the right time, when suddenly there was a choir of mechanical angels. 

A green, Japanese pagoda faded in and out of existence several 
times before solidifying on Bro's bridge. Bro shut the bay doors. There 
was a sudden yapping, and Rock Dog, the indestructible silicone 
canine, jumped up on the rhino-form's lap. He fed the pebble puppy a 
handful of diamonds as Saber emerged from Purge. 

The rhinoceros grinned goofy, his broad gray skin accentuating his 
huge, black eyes, "The S.A.B.E.R.-" 

"Just 'Saber'." the time agent corrected. She reached in to the 
green Japanese phone booth, and pulled out the pulsing, emerald time 
lord. He doffed his hat, "Hello." 

"And...who is this?" Bro asked. 

Saber's eyebrows met. She sighed, "Traveller." 

The rhino's huge black eyes grew even wider, "Really? How? He 
was just that sneaky red guy a second ago-" 

“Look, look," Saber rubbed her eyes, "He regenerated. And we 


need to know-" 


Bro perked up, "Aw, man, that's right. Time Lords or Chron-Arch 
or whatever, they do... the thing where they like...change and shit. Or 
whatever." 

"Oh, seven hells." Saber said. 

Professor Green pointed his jade umbrella at the rhinoceros, "And 
you expect, my dear, to receive answers from him? How do you even 
know each other?" 

"I'm a Time Agent. We work with the Shadow Proclamation from 
time to time..." 

“No pun intended, | will assume." Professor Green jabbed. 

Saber ignored him. Bro offered, "| know Saber through 
perturbation!" 

Professor Green gazed at the young rhino, "My young man, I'm 
certain you meant 'reputation'." 

“That too!" Bro grinned. As always: a smiling rhinoceros was a 
strange sight. 

Saber had grown impatient of this impromptu meet-and-greet, 
and she stared at the dials of Bro's cruiser, "We're near the Shadow 
Proclamation Lunar outpost. The Triskelion. Maybe there's some 
answers there as to... whatever you were doing when you were the 
man in red." 

Bro offered, "We went to see Madam TeSa'at, that psychic lady. 
She's supposed to be good at restorin' memories but, uh-" he trailed 
off. 

“But what?" Saber asked. 

“But, | mean," The Judoon pointed at Professor Green, "-last time 
we were there... it doesn't look like it worked out so great for 


Traveller..." 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 5 


“Yay.” the rhinoceros muttered, "We're back here again..." 
His Judoon cruiser blasted retro-rockets as it touched down on the 
landing pad next to another Shadow Proclamation battle vehicle. "I 
literally just left-" 

"2222 AD. Lunar Outpost," Saber interrupted, "Triskelion and 
Shadow Proclamation precinct." 

Professor Green nodded, "Still have no idea why that should 
possibly matter to me." 

The time agent pushed a button, opening the small bay door and 
unfolding the landing ramp, "Once again: we're here to get your 
memory back. You said you'd never heard of Madame TeSa’‘at?" 

"Hey that rhymed!" Bro was excited. 

Saber shook her head, "And you," she regarded the young Rhino- 


form, "Take this to the precinct vault-" she handed him her psychic 
glass, "Have the precinct download the active case information: and 
voila." 

"Who is 'voila'?" Bro asked. 

"No," the time agent tapped the psychic glass in the Judoon's 
gigantic paw, "This will give you clearance for the current active 
case:" she thumbed the glowing green Chron-Arch behind her, "That 
way you can stay with us. We may need your help." 

Bro was super excited, again, "Oh! Oh! | get to stay and travel in 
time with you guys? Hell yes! | hate working for the Shadow 
Proclamation with-" 

Saber gently pushed on the the rhino, trying to guide him down the 
landing ramp, "It's mutually beneficial, sometimes | get called away 
and-" 

"-Just wanna watch TV, man! I'm not into blood loss-" 

"OKAY!" Saber snapped, "GREAT! YES, you go and report to the 
precinct. Get cleared for companion duty for Professor Green-" 

“That is 1? Correct, my young lady?" Professor Green asked. 
Saber just rubbed her eyes while she answered Bro, "We'll meet you 
back here later." 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 6 


Madam TeSa'‘at recognized the amnesiac Chron-Arch. 
Saber was mistrustful of this, even openly weary, when she sat at the 
Small circular table next to Professor Green. Saber trusted psychic 
capabilities when derived from technology. When amplified or verified 
by science. Her psychic glass, for instance, was based on quantum 
mechanics and q bits. So were her powers. Nothing about the SABER 
(Symbioses-Armed, Bio-Engineered Re-combination) was mystical or 
magical. 


So when Madam TeSa'at, a mute, telepathically intimated that 


she knew Professor Green, had met him when he was ‘the man in red’, 
Saber was hesitant. Nonplussed. 

Professor Green, oblivious and apparently naive in his post- 
regenerative state, sat and smiled, ready for the session. 

It was when the old space gypsy pulled out the Psi-Phon-Tron that 
Saber finally relaxed. This was a relic scientific device, from an 
ancient, long-dead civilization. The Psi-Phon-Tron had, according to 
Time Agency documentation, been a family heirloom for thousands of 
years. It was not mystical. It was not magical. There would be no 
Tarot-card reading or Palmistry here. Saber understood that what the 
Psi-Phon-Tron did was obfuscate unnecessary, branching quantum 
realities (which although connected via entanglement, had little 
bearing on this one) and filter out the best course for their destiny. 
Thus, helping its user navigate his or her most optimal fate. 

Like a siphon, the Psi-Phon-Tron could literally filter reality. 

For instance if, in this reality, a time lord has no memories; he 
could theoretically be placed via Psi-Phon-Tron into a branching, 
quantum tangent reality where he HAD his memories. Then in a flash 
of light the realities would merge into- THIS reality. Unified. 
Entangled. 

The dim room crackled with explosive emerald electricity, and in 
a moment... it was done. Saber had simply been postulating in her 
mind about what was theoretically happening, and it had happened. 
Much as viewing photons in a quantum state changes the photons 
themselves: Saber's conscious thought melded with the Psi-Phon-Tron, 
on a quantum level, and entangled. Merged. 

As the jade lightning whipped around the room, Professor Green's 
eyes crackled... 


...and he remembered. 


Professor Green remembered... EVERYTHING. 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 7 


HE Remembered being a child laying in endless seas of red 
grass. Above him shone the violet sky, contrasting with two bright, 


burning copper suns. 


Professor Green remembered 8, that is, the age of eight, and 
being informed by his engineer parents that they aren't rich enough or 
apparently of the right class to be considered for Chron-Arch status. 
Capazieleohnecvezorixtrevelar remembered not being able to 
participate in the temporal schism ceremony, and swearing that he'd 
find a way to become a ‘high lord’, even if he had to steal a damn time 
machine to do it. 

He prattled on to Saber about falling in love with 
Venitasorambulax, a Chron-Arch being trained, groomed, what-have- 
you. Traveller remembered cheating on his entrance exams, cheating 
throughout his praetor guild membership, then he remembered Purge, 
watching her grow for nearly a hundred years... 

As they made their way through the Triskelion common area, 
back to the Pagoda-in-question, the time agent patiently listened to 
the seemingly older Time Lord with grace. With patience. For, Saber 
had been through this before. It wasn't until Professor Green revealed 
to her that he'd grown himself a third heart and a third lung (just in 
case, he'd told her) that she became confused. 

This incarnation of the Traveller was very, very different. He 
Snapped his fingers and the door to Purge similarly snapped open, 
revealing the enormous, empty, emerald hued interior. The young 
rhinoceros was under the green control console, splicing wires. 

“It's no use, my dear boy.” Traveller said, “Perfect sacrificed her 
vocal interface capabilities to get Jade here. She won't change her 
mind now.” 

“I! don't rightly understand-” the Judoon scratched his gigantic 
head. 

“Purge is pissed,” Saber stated, her arms crossed, “the man in 


red brought temporal marauders on-board and she's giving Professor 
Green here the silent treatment.” 

“Oh,” Bro shrugged, “Gotcha. I've had a girlfriend before: silent 
treatment | totally get.” 

“She's not my girlfriend.” Professor Green corrected, pointing his 
jade cane at the rhinoceros, “And you, young man would do well to 
learn a bit of respect and some discipline.” 

Saber laughed, “It's good to have you back, Professor.” 

The stranger in the emerald suit tilted his head. His eyes were 
glowing green. Glowing...hypnotizing...warping and undulating and 
powerful...suddenly the alien grinned. 

Professor Green hugged Uglister, Bro and Saber then. The 
emerald-clad Time Lord stared at Saber, “I am indebted to you, young 
lady-” 

“-Still probably older than you.” the time agent interjected. 

Professor Green ignored her, “If there's anything | can ever do to 
repay you, don't hesitate to ask.” 

Saber said, “Now that you mention it, there is something...” 


~ Traveller: Mr. Blue ~ 
Chapter 26 


The black obelisk materialized from nothing with little fanfare, 
other than a strong gust of wind and a vague yet deep sound of 
impact, as if something very heavy had been slammed into place. 
Black stepped out, stroking his stubble. He looked around briefly at 
the storm, then strolled to the fence that surrounded a veranda. From 


here, he had a clear view. Right on time. "Oh, come on, grandpa..." he 


muttered. 


There was an eerie, faraway sound of a wind chime, then a faint 
sound of angels. Mechanical angels. Suddenly a green, medium-sized 
Japanese Pagoda faded in and out of existence a few times before 
solidifying. A distinguished looking older gentleman emerged, "I 
know, I know..." he wiped his face with a lime-colored handkerchief, 


"T still can't stick the landing." he finished with a dry English accent. 


Professor Green walked toward Black. He was about to say 
something when he was cut off by another beautiful yet artificial 
chorus. A red British phone booth phased from the ground up with a 
dim, suffused crimson glow. When complete, a short, wiry man in his 


thirties emerged. 


Professor Green opened an antique jade umbrella, “As I was 


saying, I'm only here as a favor to Saber.” 


“Say that five times fast...” the man in red cracked a smile. 


“So!” Black blurted out, getting his former selves' attentions, 


“Altogether now? We only have a short window here.” 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 8 


“Uglister.” Professor Green mourned, “Such an 
absolutely atrocious, awful name for a dog.” 

“Don't you make fun of my pebble puppy!” Bro protested, “He'll 
bite you.” 

“Stop feeding him all of my diamonds!” the man in green 
commanded. 

“Grow more!” the rhinoceros replied, “Besides, aren't you 
Supposed to be helping Saber take out Deceit right now?” 

The man in green gave up on the silicone canine argument, and 
instead began sliding emerald levers on Purge's jade lectern, “I am 
helping Saber right now.” 

Bro looked over to see vague shadows of Professor Green, almost 
like emerald-hued, static-ridden ghosts, warping in and out of reality. 
Some were in other sides of the factory-sized interior of the time 
machine. Some were going so fast that Bro could barely see them. 
Some of the Professor Greens were going extremely slowly. Some wore 
hats, some didn't. The young Judoon could barely count them all... 

The spooky green time lord's eyes were pulsing and powerful, 
“I'm actually in several places at once right now. Thousands, actually-” 

“How in seven hells are you doing that?” 

The terrifyingly powerful time-lord was discharging green 


electricity now, crackling everywhere, “This is post-regenerative 
power. However the difference with me-” the lightning was growing in 
intensity. Shocks of raw, jade power. The emerald ghosts of Professor 
Green were multiplying, “As this new form-” 

Thousands of bolts of crackling green power spun around Purge, 
nearly blinding Bro, “I get to keep it... permanently.” 

Professor Green snapped his fingers. One last blast of emerald 
energy. 

All was quiet, all was still. The thousands of rushing green Chron- 
Archs had merged. 

Bro shook his head, “What just happened?” 

The rock dog barked at Professor Green. He bent down, smiled, 
his eyes and power levels having returned to normal. “Well, you two 
just aren't easy to impress, are you?” 

The rhinoceros shrugged, again, “I don't get it, Doc.” 

The man in green shook his head, “Don't call me Doc. We have to 
go pick up Saber. We're arriving...” 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 9 


- Traveller: the man in red - 
Chapter 10 


Deep under the Cardiff Millennium Centre... 

"I'm BUSY!" Jack Harkness shouted over his shoulder, letting 
Gwen Cooper, his only remaining partner from the previous 
incarnation of Torchwood, know that he was on the phone. "Oy! That 
CIA bloke is on his way back, so we need to hurry. LOOK at this shite 
now!" the attractive Welsh woman turned the monitor to face him. The 
leader of Torchwood glanced at the TV over his propped-up feet. 

On screen was the British skyline which, as usual, depicted the 
bustling city on a normal, overcast day. It wasn't long, however, before 
a shadow was cast over London Tower, over the river, over the London 


Eye and then, unapologetic, spread across the rest of crowded 


Londontown. A reporter, looking horrendously tired, murmured in a 
solemn voice: '...are all mobile videos captured by locals over the 
past few minutes although authorities including UNIT are on the 
scene. Again: reports are coming from everywhere in the city of 
sightings of what appears to be an alien vessel hurtling through British 
airspace. It is clearly on fire. Among dealing with this strange ‘Miracle 
Day' phenomenon, England must now contend with what appears to 
be a flaming space ship, dangerously close to crashing into London-" 

Jack put a finger in his ear, shaking his head, "Where are you?" 

"France." 

"When?" 

"1767, I'm pretty sure." came the time agent's breathy response, 

"What nexus year did | patch through to?" 

"2011. Why do you sound like you're running?" 

“Because I'm RUNNING!" Saber panted. In ancient France, she 
pumped her legs at a super-human rate, and had been doing so for 
the past several miles. 

"What happened?" 

The beautiful yet beleaguered time agent spat, "Deceit's 
EverTARDIS whipped my ass across the country side. | wanted to 
know-" 

Jack interrupted, "Hold on a sec, Saber-" he covered the 
mouthpiece of his communicator, "What? WHAT!?" 

Gwen tilted her head. She pointed at her watch. They needed to 
leave, like, now. She urged him up. 

“Have you seen the Traveller?" Saber demanded. 

Jack rolled his eyes and stood, walking briskly as he returned his 
attention back to the phone, "Who now?" 


“The Time Lord | was keeping an eye on..." Saber reached the 
clearing in darkness. It was empty, the fire long since dead. The time 
agent withdrew her psychic glass from her ear. She paused to arch her 
back and fix her hair before again furiously typing on the specially 
made tele/psi-computer system. Surveying the site of the brief 
battle between Traveller (with Purge) and Deceit (with her 
EverTARDIS) through semi-transparent, futuristic device, the time 
agent watched the replay of the entire incident. Eventually the 
embattled Purge vanished with Deceit's machine ensnared, yet in hot 
pursuit. Not long after, the man in red materialized to pick up the 
unconscious Valentine and Jade. 

Then he just took off, the erstwhile time lord clearly too busy for 
the stranded time agent with the drained vortex manipulator. 

Saber sighed heavily. 

She heard Jack shuffling on the other end of the line. Finally, 
Harkness responded, "Oh! That short, limey, doctor-wannabe in the 
cheap blue suit?" 

Saber seethed anger, "...that's the one..." her eyes turned 
chrome. 

Jack stood outside of Torchwood on Millennium Plaza with Gwen, 
alongside the enormous crowd that had gathered to witness the 
spectacle overhead. Fully ablaze, headed toward them at a steady 
downward arc, was the UFP-SS-Coreopsis Charybdis... 

“Haven't seen him, honey." Jack answered. 

Click. 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 10 


“How about a lift?” Professor Green offered Saber, smiling. 


The time agent stood in 1767 France, out of breath from running 
and angry at the man in red for not waiting for her. Saber shook her 
head and walked into the Purge Pagoda. 

Inside the IEOTARDIS, the rhinoceros was excited, “You guys are 
really damn confusing-” 

“Watch the language.” Professor Green tossed his hat on the 
emerald time rotor. 


The Judoon finished, looking at the attractive Time Agent, “But 
Sooo00o0 much FUN!!!” 
Saber sighed... 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 11 


THE PLANET DRAGON'S BLOOD. 4040 AD. 


A choir of mechanical angels. The vaguely eerie echo of wind 
chimes and the thatched-roof Asian time capsule phased in & out of 
existence several times before materializing. Upon its final 
manifestation there was a brief but thunderous impact, as if some 
titan in the distance had set down a mountain. 

"You are such a science nerd." Saber mused. She had her hands 
on her hips, staring up at the gray, crackling hologram. It showed the 


conditions outside. The foliage was normal in structure: trees, grass, 
shrubbery. The only thing that separated this planet from Earth was 
the fact that the color was off. Scarlet trees, red foliage, crimson 
Shrubbery. Bro excitedly filled her in on the details of why, "Dragon's 
Blood is about 100 times the size of your Earth-" 

“Not my Earth, Bro." 

"And the sun isn't a normal star, it's also a hundred times bigger, 
and it's a Blue Giant!" the rhinoceros exclaimed. 

Saber, a veteran time agent , found all this about as interesting 
as listing inventory on board Purge. 

"So the light-" 

"-IS refracted from the blue giant, their sun, into the atmosphere 
in a peculiar way." Saber nodded. 

Professor Green was instantly beside her, his beady turquoise 
eyes only inches from her face. The seasoned Time Agent jumped. 
"Dammit!" 

Bro laughed. 

The eerie, emerald-clad Chron-Arch didn't seem to notice he'd 
spooked Saber, "You know how rude you seem, young lady? | must 
insist you let the young man finish his dissertation." 

Saber raised one eyebrow. 

"Oh, yes," Professor Green continued, "The condition that Bro 
travels with me is upon point of fact a condition of his continuing 
education!" 

"Well, then, why don't you make things sound as complicated as 
possible?" the time agent urged them out the door, "Shall we?" 

Professor Green remarked as he exited Purge, "Stealing my lines, 


now?" 


Saber ignored him as she and the exuberant Bro departed. "Purple 
Sun!" the young Judoon exclaimed, "Turquoise sky, Red Forest!" 

“Because of the blue sun, the sky of Dragon's blood is green, yes. 
And as you've noticed all the forestry and foliage is red due to the 
change in their respective chlorophyll." 

The time machine had set down next to a Sign and it was carved 
out of red wood. Not simply the breed of tree, as all wood here was 
crimson or wine in color. The sign read: 

"~ Dragons TE3TH ~ Est. 4030 ~ Pop. 303 ~ " 

The flabbergasted rhino-form was all smiles. Professor Green 
pointed to a nearby stream, noting that the water was blue. Neon 
blue, not clear or blue-tinted. 

Of-course the young Judoon was enthralled, "Back working for the 
Shadow Proclamation," he noted, "We were always on deep-space 
vessels, going around to different planets, all | ever saw was distance 
stars and never-ending black! I've never seen anything like this..." 

Saber seemed vaguely touched by his youthfulness. Infected by 
it as the eight-foot tall, six-nhundred pound rhinoceros covered its 
mouth and intently pointed with the other. He'd spotted a bunny 
rabbit. Nothing unusual about that, but the Judoon had never seen a 
pink bunny rabbit with six legs before. 

Professor Green explained, "Ah, six legs." The rhinoceros nodded 
at the insectoid-like rabbit as it ran off. 

"This planet has some unique features," the emerald-clad time 
lord said, "| may as well warn you ahead of time about the multiple- 
appendage difference here-" 

"Wait, what?" Bro turned his gigantic head. 

Saber nodded, then she grinned at Professor Green, "Time for 


another science lesson, Grandma?" 

Professor Green folded his hands on top of his jade, exclamation- 
mark cane, "Young lady, | am not amused. | must inform him of the 
fundamentals of the cosmos, including the precarious nature of the 
gravity of Dragons’ Blood in regard to multiple appendages-" 

"Yeah," Saber interrupted, "Boring time." 

"Very well," Professor Green relented, "I shall let you explore and 
learn for yourself. You'll notice the physical differences." 

Indeed, even as Bro gazed around the crimson forest, he noted 
there was a murder of crows staring down at him. Pink crows. Pink 
crows with four wings. There were also plenty of pink squirrels in this 
forest, also with the requisite six legs. 

As the group strolled on, closer to Dragon's TE3TH proper, they saw in 
a distant field a family of deer. Pink, six-legged deer, unafraid of the 
strangers. The wildlife stared at them, and as Bro stared back with 
bewilderment he noticed their antlers much more closely resembled 
branches from a tree than regular deer antlers. "This is a totally weird- 
ass planet!" the rhinoceros grinned, "I dig it, man!" 

Professor Green smiled, "Precisely why Purge brought us here, | 
presume. Now let us go meet some of the locals, Shall We?" 

Saber looked at him, "That's not your line anymore." 

Professor Green sighed, and looked down at his jade umbrella 
cane. Then he gazed upward at the town of Dragon's TE3TH with his 
pulsing emerald eyes, "Yes... Very Well," he nodded, "Onward!" 


Traveller: Professor Green 


Chapter 12 


IT Would be a brief walk down the trail toward the town of 
Dragon's TE3TH. The Judoon glanced down, noticing the regular, 
brown dirt. It was the only thing which was seemingly normal. 
Everything else here was bizarre. Alien. 

As the group hit the edge of town, Professor Green offered, "Now, 
| Know this is all a bit new to you, young rhino-form." 

Saber, Bro and Traveller past the tree line, coming upon a 
clearing. The Judoon was listening as he stared forward at the steam- 
punk, old-west frontier outpost. 

Professor Green continued, "As you've undoubtedly noticed with 
the local fauna, the peculiar gravity of this planet produces extra 
appendages. Simply a natural evolution on this planet. Nothing to be 
distraught over." 

Bro nodded his gigantic, rhino head. They entered the town 
proper to find a vast swath of common folk, all of whom appeared to 
be of Asian or African-American descent. 

In the middle of the street, engaged in a yelling match, were a 
man and a woman. The shouting man wore an intricate military 
uniform designating some high rank. He had four eyes. Not glasses; 
two sets of eyes. The hollering woman, however, did wear glasses. 
She also had a tail. 

Beset on both sides by steam-punk, frontier stores and old-west 
style parlors (hand-carpentered from scarlet trees), and men, women 
and children in ancient, pioneer dress, the two town leaders seem to 
notice the three strangers entering town. 


Professor Green had been listening to their conversation from 
very far away, the entire time but as Bro and Saber drew near they 
caught the conclusion: 

"-Not a time for panicking, Doctor Golitely!" 

"We need to evacuate this settlement! It's your responsibility as 
Magistrate and if you won't, then-" she was stabbing her finger in the 
air at him. 

The four-eyed Magistrate shushed her, "-Let me deal with this 
first, at least!" he abruptly turned to face the time-traveling 
foreigners, "Welcome to the Dragon's Teeth! So happy you've arrived 
safe and sound!" he held his arms out wide, walking toward Professor 
Green, Saber and Bro. 

"You've... been expecting us?" Saber tilted her head. Bro seemed 
oblivious to her suspicious nature due a group of four or five four-or- 
five-year-olds which had encircled the walking, talking rhinoceros. 
They were excited, having never seen a rhino with only two legs 
before. Especially one that could talk. And walk! Bro was as 
enthusiastic as they were; he'd never seen Humans with tails or extra 
eyes or extra arms before. The Judoon, in all his deep-space travels 
with the Shadow Proclamation, got to see little else but boring, black, 
endless space. Never had the rhinoceros been to a planet that was 
fully 80% crimson land-mass, and only 20% neon-blue ocean. As the 
teenage rhino was whisked away by little kids, Traveller continued his 
conversation with the Magistrate: "You're the special inspection 
detachment, correct?" 

Saber stared at Professor Green. He looked back at the 
Magistrate, "Er... " 

"| mean," the four-eyed politician continued, blinking rapidly, "It's not 


as if we get a great many travelers!" 

Saber smiled. But only politely. 

The Magistrate gripped Professor Green by the elbow, waving his 
free hand toward the other side of the building-lined street. "This side 
is fine." he swept his arm over a constable's office with holding cells, a 
saloon, a chapel, an inn/hotel... all possessed a strange configuration 
of architecture which was simultaneously technological but with a 
Gothic, frontier bent. This was highlighted by the charcoal gray, six- 
legged horses and revolution-era, electric street lamps. Steam-punk 
Old West. 

“The other side..." the four-eyed man gestured toward a power 
station on the other side of the street. It was two stories high, metal 
but simple in design like a giant wheel mill. It was rusted, and the 
largest circular apparatus appeared to have difficulty fully rotating. 
Professor Green sniffed the air. 

Power was supplied to the town via super-ultraviolet light from 
the purple sun, harnessed into solar, Ssuper-heated plasma units. This 
made Dragon's TE3TH fully self-sufficient as far as electrical power 
went. 

"| understand." the stranger in the green suit commented, "Lucky 
you gave US a Call!" he looked over at the Magistrate, "And you are?" 

"OH!" the four-eyed man nodded, extending a hand, "Necessary. 
Floyd Necessary, I'm the Magistrate here, or some folk call me the 
Mayor." 

"I'm Professor Green," the Chron-Arch shook the Magistrate's 
hand. 

“That's easy enough to remember!" Magistrate Necessary 
grinned, he stared at the jade and emerald-hued suit of this strange 


inspector. 

"Indeed." Traveller nodded, "This is Saber, my apprentice-" 

"COLLEAGUE!" Saber corrected. She was frowning. 

"Floyd," Professor Green ignored her and began walking away 
with Magistrate Necessary, "Let us investigate here for..." 

Saber didn't hear the rest of the conversation, and the time 
agent didn't much care. She had her eye on the 'Unnerstoud', a 
bar&inn across the horse-strewn dirt road. 

The proprietor, JB Unnerstoud, watched the abnormally attractive 
time agent stroll in through the swinging-hinged saloon door. What the 
two-headed owner of the hotel and bar found most odd were not her 
looks, but rather that she had only two arms, two eyes and no tail. 
How very boring! 


Meanwhile, Professor Green strolled along the busy thoroughfare 
with Floyd Necessary, Dragon's TE3TH's local leader. After patiently 
listening as the Magistrate explained the town's history in brief, 
eventually the emerald-clad time lord got to the point, "Sir, | 
appreciate the warm welcome and inviting reception. Rest assured the 
power plant will pass all due inspections. What I'd like to discuss is the 
issue you found so distasteful in regards to the doctor." 

Necessary grimaced, "Doctor Golitely. Georgia, she's been here 
for about 2 years. We're lucky to have her but there are some..." the 
Magistrate's voice lowered, "Some concerning developments that 
I'd rather not broadcast to the gentle folk of Dragon's TE3TH." 

"Such AS?" 

Floyd sighed, taking a swig from a copper flask, "The red forest 


has become a dangerous place at night. Horrifying noises. Cattle 
mutilation. Livestock going missing and now just last night... " he 
trailed off. 

Professor Green's eyes wafted emerald light, "GO. ON." 

The Magistrate suddenly felt like he did when he was a child; 
sent to the principal's office. "Bodies went missing, torn out of their 
graves. Vanished from the cemetery." 

“How many?" 

Floyd Necessary stared at the stranger in the green suit, "All... all 
of them." 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 13 


THE Rhinoceros played tag, until the small group of small 
children eventually wound their way to the chapel. Bro noted the front 
crest of the door was adorned with symbols of the star of David, the 
christian Cross, the Buddhist and Taoist yin/yang, the Celtic pentacle, 
the Islamic crescent and star, an Egyptian ankh and several other 
religious symbols he simply didn't recognize. 


The multi-limbed, multiple-eyed kids went inside the chapel to 
find their parents; the brief novelty of the walking, talking rhinoceros 
having worn off. The young Judoon looked over to the nearby 
cemetery, and he noticed that every single plot had been wrenched 
open. Torn. Every headstone and grave marker was displaced 
disgracefully. Muddy dirt mixed with the noxious smell of the long- 
dead, and Bro had had enough. He decided to bail, but not before 
glancing over to notice Professor Green and the Magistrate surveying 
the same horrendous, nightmarish scene. 

Bro waved at the time lord in the viridian suit and turquoise tie. 
Professor Green didn't wave in kind, but turned his attention to the 
118 completely decimated burials. He was busy interrogating the 
Magistrate, it seemed. 

The rhinoceros walked along Dragon's TE3TH's thoroughfare, his 
heavy feet causing the crimson wood planks to creak and crack under 
his weight. Bro was barely able to squeeze through the old-western 
style saloon doors of the 'Unnerstoud' Inn. 

Saber sat at a nearby table, sipping a frosty mug of ale. The 
excited rhinoceros stomped over toward her, "What are you up to?" 

The time agent said, "Just havin' a beer, Bro." 

The rhino-form sat next to her, the seat creaking unsteadily 
underneath him. Bro looked over at JB Unnerstoud, the two-headed 
owner, and raised a gigantic gray paw as if to order a tasty beverage 
himself. Saber, still looking at the violet sunset in the mint sky, raised 
her voice, "He's too young!" 

Bro's head slumped, "AW!" 

A splintering crack filled the bar and the chair shattered under 
the rhinoceros, sending him to the floor. 


Professor Green was intently gazing at the devastated, smashed 
burial plots. Magistrate Necessary nervously took another sip from his 
flask. A southern accent resonated from behind the pair, "Little early, 
isn't it?" 

Floyd Necessary spit out in surprise. The Magistrate and the 
outsider in viridian turned to see the Constable. 

"Agh. Bytheway." 

A tall, Asian man with four arms extended one toward Professor 
Green, "Name's Taylor. Taylor Bytheway." 

"I'm... Inspector Green." the stranger in the jade suit lied, "Simply 
here to verify that your super-heated plasma containment units are up 
to the new standards. They were implemented on Apple Alpha Gamma 
Gamma Banana Sigma the Eleven-teenth AD-CE 4039, you know." 

“Uuhhh... Yes, of-course. |, uh, remember getting the briefing last 
week. Um, on the, uh, 80th of Orange Epsilon, | think." the four-armed 
Constable lied. 

Professor Green waved his exclamation-mark jade cane round, 
dismissing one topic in favor of another. He indicated the atrocious 
scene, "| fear, however, gentlemen... that you may have a much 
larger issue at hand here." 

The four-eyed Magistrate was sweating profusely, despite the 
enormous setting purple sun already bringing on a cool evening. 
Necessary took another, longer, searching swig. 

Constable Bytheway looked over at him, "I know it may seem like 
a gentle joke at first, Mr. Mayor. But if you don't watch that daytime 
drinking-" 

"ENOUGH!" Magistrate Necessary roared at the Constable, all 


four eyes bulging. Having lost his cool, and garnered the unwanted 
attention of some crying children and gasping parents, the local 
leader simply cleared his throat and stormed off. 


Professor Green followed Constable Bytheway into his office. It 
was a cramped, efficiency version of the old-west sheriff's office. 
Three small holding cells sat empty with open, free-swinging cast iron 
gates. The other wall was filled with dozens of rows of filing cabinets. 
The center of the room held the Constable's cluttered desk opposite 
two folding chairs. Constable Bytheway did not see much action. 

Sitting at the Constable's desk was a young woman in bright, 
neon, almost garish pink over-alls and a matching pink sports-bra. She 
didn't notice them come in, her feet propped up on the Constable's 
desk. Professor Green noted that she was, like everyone else in this 
town, of Asian and African American decent. But, unlike all the other 
inhabitants of Dragon's TE3TH, she had no extra limbs, eyes or a tail. 

"BreeAnna." Constable Bytheway said. 

Nothing. 

“BreeAnna!" he yelled. 

She pulled a bright pink headphone from her ear, "Eh?" 

The Constable sighed, "I thought you were excited to get your 
OWN place, you just turned 20 and all-" 

BreeAnna Bytheway stood, "You know | like guns, dad." 

The Constable motioned toward the inspector in the green suit, 
"This is Mr. Green, he's here to-" 

Without actually looking at the stranger in the emerald suit, 
BreeAnna slapped his extended hand, snapped her fingers and 
pointed at him, "Word." 


The young woman in pink abruptly left, the heavy red wooden 
door slamming shut behind her. 

"Pleased to meet you." Professor Green said to the door. He spun 
on a heel, aiming his outstretched hand toward the Constable's desk. 

Four-armed Constable Bytheway sat at his desk, his four six- 
shooters jangling at his side. Before he'd noticed, Professor Green was 
sitting opposite him and the stranger's eyes began... glowing. 

It was a soft turquoise shade which turned brighter into an 
emerald glow, and the Constable found himself entranced in the way 
Professor Green's pupils could barely be seen over the viridian haze. 

“Tell me what you know." the outsider in the jade suit uttered. 

The Constable began with moving to the planet Dragon's Blood 
about 10 years ago. His wife, a diplomat from Zimbabwe, dying in 
childbirth shortly thereafter. He found himself all too willing to share 
his feelings about his daughter, BreeAnna. How she grew at twice the 
rate of a normal child. His feelings on her disabilities: born with no 
extra eyes nor arms nor a tail... 

The accidental time lord waved away the thoughts dismissively, 
"My dear sir, as interesting as you think your daughter is, I'd much 
rather the discuss the here and now." 

Before the Constable's eyes, Professor Green split into two. One 
of them slightly transparent. The see-through shadow of the time lord 
was investigating the cells. 

Professor Green said, "The Monster in blood-red woods." 

Constable Bytheway nodded, and continued. Much to his 
astonishment he no longer needed to speak, his memories themselves 
seemed instantly understood. 

And, much to his astonishment, there was another shadow of the 


mysterious inspector in emerald, this one rifling through file cabinets. 
These three static-ridden, ghost-like versions split again; becoming 
Six. 

The time lord kept reading through the Constable's memories, 
skimming, as if speedily glancing through a magazine. Cattle 
mutilations. Strange noises in the night. Screams from the shadows in 
the crimson forest that could not be identified. And, now, an entire 
cemetery robbed of 118 bodies... 

And nothing coming even remotely close to any kind of 
explanation. 

Constable Bytheway became so very tired, watching the strange 
sight of the multiple Professor Greens before him. He yawned. 

The mysterious traveler in the green suit placed his finger upon 
his lips and uttered, "SSSSSSHHHHHHHHHHH... " as his eyes pulsed 
viridian energy. 

Constable Bytheway fell asleep at his desk. 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 14 


LATER... THE FOUR-armed Constable awoke, and Taylor 
Bytheway pulled his head up from his cluttered desk. He looked 
around, Professor Green was gone. He'd wondered if the strange sight 
of the half-dozen versions of the bizarre emerald outsider was some 
fever dream. 

Perhaps. 

He looked at his watch, it was way past the middle of the night. 

Too late. 

He turned the lights off, and locked the door, stepping into the 
cool night. It was the warm season on Dragon's Blood. The summer 
season, and it was very humid outside. Yet, very quiet. 

As he was walking to head across the large town road, he noticed 
someone standing far to his right, at the very end of the street. Barely 
lit by the town's ancient electric lamps. He already recognized her... 
but he didn't want to. 

The town of Dragon's TE3TH suffered a power surge at that 


moment. And as he turned to face her, see her more clearly, the 
street lamps grew dimmer. 

He had to get a closer look. He didn't want to. He had to. 
Compelled. 

And yes, it was her. 

Somehow. 

His wife. 

His long-dead wife was staring at him from the end of the dirt 
thoroughfare. 

He started to say her name, but the closer he got he realized it 
couldn't be her. It wasn't her. This was a nightmare! 

No. This was far, far worse than a nightmare. A nightmare you 
can wake up from. 

He was wide awake and his wife's corpse was standing right 
there. The closer he would walk toward her, the further she would 
eerily slide away from him, and the further he walked away from the 
town lights, the darker it became. 

Until, at last, he was entering the blood-red and scarlet darkness 
of the forest. His wife's body's heels were dragging on the ground as 
if something were propping her up, and slowly sliding her away from 
him. 

The Constable went further. 

Finally... He saw... it. His four-arms instantly withdrew four 44- 


magnum cannons and he was screaming. Blasting. Firing. And in the 


blackness; in the deep, dark, forest of the night could be heard sudden 


thunder and cacophony as 24 rounds of explosive, hollow-point bullets 
impacted in instant warfare. 


Some could sleep through it, most could not. 


Saber and Bro were among the first to run down the old plank 
wooden stairs of the hotel, out through the old saloon doors. The 
rhinoceros tore them from their hinges on his way to the street. 

The time agent and the Judoon both stared in bewilderment at 
the behemoth on the outskirts of town. 

It was a huge mass, several stories tall. Impossible to make out 
clearly, the creature was composed of chunks of metal and wiring, 
along with dozens of human bodies. Its movements were slow, 
caterpillar-like. A lumbering, rotting mass of steel and flesh. 

BreeAnna Bytheway had run to the scene, and she stood in 
horror, watching her father trying to make his way back to town. The 
roar the abomination screeched sounded like scraping bulldozers and 
dying elephants. 

Saber, Bro and BreeAnna, most devastatingly of all, witnessed as 
Constable Taylor Bytheway was abruptly seized by the neck ina 
vicious, rusted, spiked steel tendril. 

He was violently drug backward into the scarlet night. 

And vanished into the beast. 

Screams penetrated the quiet darkness of Dragon's TE3TH... 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 15 


PANIC! THE STREETS of Dragon's Te3th did not take long to 
fill with the horrified citizens. Coming up the dirt road into the old-west 
style town, on the outskirts, was the three-story tall, twisted 
aberration of rotting flesh and steel infrastructure. 

Moving slowly and awkwardly like a steampunk zombie 
centipede, the further it came in to town, the darker the lights drew. 


As it started to make its way down the thoroughfare, amber iridescent 
lamps exploded. 

The terrified townsfolk could barely see any detail of the 
monstrosity of death. Jacob Blake Unnerstoud ran outside with a 
shotgun, staring out in horror at the Wreckard as it scraped and 
slithered, crushing he ground underneath it as the monster terrifyingly 
waddled down main-street. 

Women, children, everyone... could be seen running, screaming. 

Dr. Georgia Golitely was outside then, urging everyone to calm 
down, stay indoors, the Constable would take care of it. 

A tendril snaked out, wrapping around her leg, yanking her so 
hard that her face slammed onto the ground before she was 
mercilessly drug into the cacophonous shrieking and scraping of the 
blob of metal and rancid cadavers. 

The time agent and the rhinoceros ran to meet the beast head- 
on. Bro recognized that it was almost identical to the Wreckard that he 
had fought on the Miracle Planet, alongside Sully and the man in red. 
Except, this had more dead animals, and the metal seemed to be 
more old-western, more antique. 

Saber's eyes turned a chrome silver, and she uttered a quantum 
spell which unlocked her temporal katana. Suddenly, there were a 
thousand slashes to the beast from her weapon. For every strike or 
stab, a thousand similar cuts were landed upon the Wreckard from her 
Quantum sword. It was clearly weakening, the Wreckard was reaching 
out in desperation. 

BreeAnna was running toward the abomination, in some foolish 
attempt to perhaps find her father or save him. She watched the two- 
headed hotel & bar owner, JB, as he was violently snatched and 


sucked into the heart of the grinding, gnawing, slithering, slippery 
mass of death. 

She could not save her father. 

BreeAnna was stopped short by a single hand, a grip as strong as 
steel. It belonged to the strange inspector in Green suit whom had 
arrived earlier. He was staring out at the Wreckard as Saber and Bro 
fought it, the entire town a mad flurry of chaos surrounding them. 

The stranger in the emerald suit simply would not let her go. 

"| have to-" 

"-No." the man in green uttered. 

The young woman in the neon-pink sleeping gown determinedly 
withdrew a nightstick, and slammed it down on the man's knuckles. 
They should have shattered instantly... 

Professor Green didn't even seem to notice. He continued to 
stare at the lumbering beast, holding her back from it. 

BreeAnna activated the taser function of her nightstick, and 
stabbed under Professor Green's neck, into his jugular with countless 
volts... and no results. This got his attention, but didn't hurt him. He 
turned his gaze to BreeAnna, snatching the nightstick and tossing it 
away. 

"Are you a cyborg? What the hell ARE you?" 

"What | am-" Traveller replied, "-is worried." His eyes then 
suddenly exploded outward in a powerful jade energy. It nearly 
blinded her. "Worried for you and for this town." 

Professor Green noticed that more of the townsfolk were being 
absorbed. 

BreeAnna again tried to struggle against him. 

The stranger in the viridian suit then growled a single word, 


OR 

The sound, the vibration, the echo of the word took on a life of its 
own; bouncing off the atmosphere and turning into thunder. It became 
a quantum resonance. Something heard in your very molecules. The 
word 'STOP' dug into the consciousness of everything that lived. 

Every animal stopped in its tracks. The four-winged birds found a 
nearby perch and landed, quietly. Deer lay down. 

In the town of Dragon's TE3TH, Population now 266... they all lost 
consciousness. They lay sleeping, comfortably. Blissfully. 

The last thing BreeAnna Bytheway witnessed, before she herself 
succumbed to blissful dreams, was the man in green walking toward 
the Wreckard. 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 16 


AS HE STROLLED toward the Wreckard, Professor Green's 
eyes flashed bright and intense but brief emerald luminescence. Time 
itself slowed to a crawl around him. He perceived that his quantum 
incantation had worked on the local natives of Dragon's Blood. Ina 
deep sleep or a state of severe lethargy, everything living on this 
world was still. Which left the outsiders. 

At the far edge of town, skirting the boundary of the crimson 
forest were Saber and Bro and the Wreckard. These outsiders were not 
affected with the desire to cease all movement on a molecular level. 

For their part, the Judoon and the abnormally attractive Time 
Agent had put up a good fight. Had... was the key word in that 
sentence. Currently they were ensnared, and en-snarled in the robot 
corpse mass. 

Professor Green's intellect kicked into overdrive. He immediately 
considered all options and narrowed these to two specific priorities: 1) 
Protect the people of Dragons Te3th at all cost and 2) Destroy the 
Wreckard. 

How best to accomplish the second goal without defying the 
first? Not possible now. Perhaps later, tomorrow, when he had gotten 
the townsfolk to safety. 

The alien in the viridian suit noted that he didn't happen to have 
any retired military personnel available handy. Even if Sully were here, 
this particular Wreckard did not posses Military Artificial Intelligence. 

Traveller considered the tools available at his command: Saber 


and Bro. 

If the young rhinoceros punched a door, depending upon the 
material of the door (wood or metal) the door would either splinter or 
dent. Strong. Some would even say super-human brute strength. 

Saber, however, was a different story. If Saber punched the same 
door, it was possible that the entire building would collapse, along 
with several buildings nearby. This was not super-strength, what Saber 
could do was... something else entirely. 

These were his chess pieces. 

So, Professor Green devised a counter-attack to this ethereal 
chess game. With inhuman speed he calculated the cyber-zombie's 
mass and volume, instantly devising a plan including maximum 
possible velocity of impact, trajectory and arc of descent. 

The entirety of the emerald Chron-Arch's machinations took a 
total of 2 ten-thousandths of one second. With an estimated |.Q. Of 
13,000, this was possible. 

He allowed time to resume its normal flow. 

Professor Green motioned to his left and suddenly the screaming 
form of Saber phased into existence with an eerie jade crackle of light. 
She had just finished her yell when Traveller similarly teleported Bro to 
his right side. The surprised rhinoceros immediately bent down, 
doubled over and choking, resting his hands on his knees. 

The Time Agent stared over at Professor Green in complete 
shock, "How did you do that?" she demanded. 

He ignored her, placed a hand on Bro's back, "Are you quite 
alright, my boy?" 

Bro straightened, "I don't-" he coughed. 


"-Easy." Professor Green's voice was reassuring. 


Bro found the sound of the alien's strange tone filled him with 
confidence, and he felt his lungs expand. Life-affirming. A pleasant 
sensation compared to the gnarled and jagged iron wiring, which had 
just been choking that very life from him. "Thank you, Holy SH-" 

"Hey!" Saber poked the stranger in jade, "Don't ignore me! | got 
tired of that crap back when you were the insane blue hooligan!" 

Professor Green snapped his attention to her, "My dear Saber: 
you are a Time Agent. Lest you forget: |am a TIME LORD. | keep my 
council with the cosmos, and my secrets are as countless as the stars 
themselves!" he pointed toward the Wreckard with his green 
exclamation mark cane, "Now | must insist you turn your aggravations 
toward your true enemy, and not your only ally!" 

The Time Agent blinked. She tilted her head, then she slowly 
turned to look at the hideous, writhing, scraping abomination. Saber's 
eyes turned chrome, indicating that her Symbioses had activated it's 
titanium-dense armor shell around her. 

"What's the plan?" she asked. 

As he turned his attention, peering deeply into Bro's giant black 
ocular cavities, Professor Green's eyes were undulating, morphing, 
warping different shades of green and jade and emerald. 

"You will run, pumping as fast and as hard as you can, gaining as 
much speed as you can. Then, you will hit the Wreckard low. Try to aim 
into its lower mass, try to shove it up into the air as much as you can. 
Understand?" 

Bro nodded, having gained his second wind, "Hit it low, push it up 
high..." 

The stranger in the emerald fedora turned to Saber, peering at 
her with that bizarre green stare, "You will come in immediately after, 


and hit it high." 

The Time Agent nodded. The trio of time travelers stared into the 
distance at the beast. 

The Wreckard had slithered and crawled its twisted metal, rotting 
flesh form halfway through the town thoroughfare when Professor 
Green pointed at it with his jade cane. 

He shouted over to Bro, "You are a rhinoceros, young man! By 
God... CHARGE!" 
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THE young rhinoceros ran, gaining speed for several 
seconds before he slammed into the Wreckard, violently colliding with 
the colossus of rotting flesh and rusted metal. 

Bro's eight-foot tall, six-hundred pound frame of pure Judoon 
muscle was able to knock a substantial portion of the nauseating 
monstrosity upward into the night sky. 

Hundreds of corpse faces screeched, pale and indistinguishable, 
twisted together in an amalgam of bloody iron. 

Saber flew through the air. 

Forty feet high with her fist clenched, and the ultra-powered Time 


Agent connected. 

Deeply drenched in midnight silence no more, the town of 
Dragon's Te3th exploded with the roar of the collision. 

The explosive power of the devastating strike resounded through 
the entire countryside, echoing, reverberating like an earthquake. 

Not only the sound was chaos incarnate: 

It looked as if the Wreckard had been hit by a freight train. 
Violently snapped backward, the top portion of the mass of 
cyber-zombies completely bent backward over the lower portion, and 
it hurtled backward, reeling and rolling. The force of the impact was so 
intense that the hive of robot-corpses took out another hectare of 
crimson trees, smashing through acres of scarlet forest in the dark 

night. 

Pink and orange raccoons, purple, six-legged foxes and fuscia, 
insectoid elk tore from the underbrush, terrified of the shrapnel and 
debris that flew chaotically. 

Bro stood and surveyed the scene as he caught his breath. He 
wiped off his long, curved horn as he glanced ahead at Saber. 

Clouds of dust were settling around the Time Agent, and her 
silhouette could be seen through the murkiness. She walked back 
toward the Chron-Arch, her mirror-chrome visage reflecting his eerie 
green glow. 

His eyes were seemingly incandescent lamps; two emerald 
headlights in the dark, pouring out jade energy from under his viridian 
fedora. 

Professor Green folded his hands on top of his jade cane. 

..And smiled. 
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GUSTS whipped up from nowhere, sending cyclones of 
sand through the thoroughfare of Dragon's Te3th. 
Eerie, far-away wind chimes. 
A sound like an artificial chorus, and Purge's dark emerald form 


materialized with a heavy tremor. 


Professor Green glanced over to Bro and Saber, "Let the 
Wreckard slink off for tonight." 

Before he had even finished his sentence, Saber was shaking her 
head in disagreement, "Why don't we finish it off now?" 

The Chron-Arch nodded, anticipating this, "The fact is, young 
lady-" 

"-OLDER THAN YOU!" 

"-That my primary duty of care is to these unfortunate 
innocents..." he motioned to all the unconscious townsfolk lying 
blissfully asleep. 

Saber pursed her lips, obviously not satisfied. 

Traveller snapped his fingers, and Purge began to glow. Snakes of 
emerald and jade lightning crackled around the town's main street, 
hovering over the men and women and children. 

"Wipe their memories. Send them home." the Chron-Arch 
uttered. 

Another furious whirlwind of lightning, and streaks of jade energy 
enveloped all the citizens. In a snap of final bright illumination, all 
were gone. 

Darkness and silence rushed into the vacuum. 

The streets were empty. 

A mob of unconscious, multi-limbed, futuristic old-west 
commoners were all instantly and safely teleported home, snug in 
their beds, with no memory of the previous few hours insanity. 

Saber stared about at the sudden emptiness, and heard Bro's 
breathing in the penetrating quiet. "I get it." She uttered, "You've got 
enough power to wipe that abomination out, but you're worried about 
the collateral damage." 


Professor Green nodded, "You two: go back to your rooms at the 
Unnerstoud Inn. Try to get a bit of rest. In the morning I'm starting an 
evacuation of Dragon's Te3th." 

The Time Agent glanced at him, "Going to clear the playing 
field?" 

The alien in the green suit cleaned his glasses, "In a manner of 
speaking." 

The rhinoceros shrugged, "! don't reckon I'll be able to sleep, but 
I'll be happy to lay down for a minute." 

"We did it." Saber smiled at the young Judoon. 

"No..." he shook his head, "...WE...did it." 

“That's-that's what | just said, Bro." 

"Oh!" the rhino smiled. Sort of. It was weird, "Sorry, I'm so tired." 

Saber put an arm around his shoulder, then she caught a whiff, 
"Wow, God almighty! C'mon big guy... let's see if there's a shower 
available for you somewhere, eh?" 

"What are you tryin' to say?" 

Professor Green ordered Purge back to the outskirts of town and 
as the IEOTARDIS vanished, he watched his companions walk to the 
local Inn for the night. 

The Chron-Arch stood motionless and completely still the entire 
rest of the evening. 

Until dawn, Professor Green stood watch over Dragon's Te3th, 
guarding them while they slept. 
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“SEND them home.” the Chron-Arch had uttered. 


BreeAnna Bytheway woke. Her eyes opened very slowly, and 
when they did, she did not recognize her surroundings. Not in the 
least. 

Forest green was the industrial shade of the metal flooring grate 
she found herself upon. Standing, wearily, she peered about at the 
immense size of the mammoth building she found herself in. 

“Hey, where am |" she kind of asked herself, kind of out loud. 
There was no response, of any kind. The gargantuan structure in 
which she found herself was the largest she'd ever seen. Everything 
some shade or other of emerald or viridian or jade. 

BreeAnna walked to the podium, with it's multiple sides and 
indecipherable levers and dials. The native of Dragon's Blood could 
not fathom what any of these instrument panels designated, couldn't 
discern what any of the buttons did... 

She shrugged. She shouted "Hello?" hopefully. No response. 

When BreeAnna spun around the podium once more, she found 
that a message had been typed out in ancient green command-line 
code on a terminal. 

The message simply read 'Welcome Weary Traveler’ and below it 
was a piece of mirror. BreeAnna picked up the mirror shard and found 
that it floated away from her, attaching to a nearby wall then 


enlarging to the size of a doorway. 

With little sense of fear and an overwhelming sense of curiosity, 
BreeAnna walked into the room. 

The doorway vanished. 
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PROFESSOR GREEN STOOD in the center of Dragon's 
Te3th, over-seeing the exodus of the endangered as they prepared to 
flee the town. Saber had a cup of coffee, sipping, as she strolled up 
next to him. "And all these people just decided it was okay to abandon 
their homes?" she asked. 

Without looking at her, the time lord uttered, "! will assume 
you're insinuating | influenced them in some way which would be 
construed as improprietous." 

“Wow. You are wordy." Bro grinned, joining the trio. 

The stranger in the emerald suit pointed out at the large mass of 
people leaving the town, "I've instructed them to head to Dragon's 
Ey3s, a little over 30 miles from here, to stay with their relatives." 

Bro gazed over at him nervously, "They gonna make it in time 
before the Wreckard comes back?" 

Traveller nodded, "Average walking speed for this group Is 6, 
perhaps 8 kilometers per hour. It's about 60 kilometers, so they should 
arrive safely in approximately 10 hours." 

“Long trip." Saber finished her morning joe. 

Professor Green agreed, "| agree. But, this is for the best. | don't 


think anything would have survived the explosion had | attempted to 
destroy it last night." 

The Time Agent pressed, "What exactly is your plan here?" 

The alien in the jade fedora peered around at the children and 
the elderly, the terrified men and the frightened women, all leaving 
Dragon's Te3th for the last time to try and make a new home in the 
nearby town of Dragon's Ey3s. Finally, Professor Green replied, "Once 
everyone is safe and far way from here-" the accidental Chron-Arch 
pointed with his jade cane at both Saber and Bro, "-and that includes 
YOU LOT-" 

Bro and Saber simultaneously groaned. 

“THEN | will take care of the Wreckard before it becomes a 
Wreckoner." 

The Time Agent walked off without a word. She seemed offended. 

The young rhinoceros was about to head after her, but the time 
lord placed a hand on his shoulder, inhumanly strong grip holding him 
in place, "Leave her be, young man." 

"She knows about the Wreckoner right? That we have to stop the 
Wreckard before it gets to the size of a country-" 

"-Continent." 

"-Yeah, continent. Right." Bro nodded enthusiastically. 

“My young Judoon, there are a great many secrets which burden 
the Saber. Not the least of which are the developments of the 
Wreckards and the Wreckoners, respectively." 

The rhinoceros watched the group of multi-limbed, multi-eyed 
children, whom he'd been playing with near the church, as they 
marched sadly and slowly along with their parents. 

Bro almost felt a tear form in his large black ocular cavity when 


he turned to Professor Green, suddenly upset, "These kids, all these 
people, they don't deserve this!" 

The time lord was unmoved, "No. They do not." 

Bro sighed, "So what's the plan? Back on the miracle planet you 
and me got stuck in the one of those damn things-" 

"Yes, Bro, | remember-" 

"Sully was the guy that stopped it then-" 

"| remember, Bro, thank you. Yes, yes, Sully isn't here and it will 
simply take much more than you and a Time Agent to destroy it 
before it becomes a Wreckoner, and then..." the time lord trailed off. 

“Then what? Tell me there's not another, bigger manifestation of 
this thing." 

Professor Green straightened his jade fedora, 
“Unfortunately...yes. There has only ever been one in all of recorded 
existence. It was called the Wrathager and it was the size..." 

As Bro waited for Professor Green to finish, he stared at the 
beautiful Time Agent while she helped the townsfolk evacuate. 

"-It was the size of an entire Planet." 

The Judoon turned, "You're not serious." 

"| Knew you wouldn't like the answer." Professor Green stated. 

“Where did it come from? There's no military here, how did it get 
to Dragon's Blood?" 

The Chron-Arch in green shook his head, "I do not know. What | 
do know however, is that it is wreckage of artificial immortality. 
Bastard of existence. The Wreckard...and it must be stopped." 
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BreeAnna WasS trapped! Mere moments after walking 
through the threshold and into the deluxe bedroom suite, she turned 
to find the entry way had solidified into a dull military green and coral 
wall. No way out! 

Not that the room itself wasn't truly fantastic and ornate, it was; 
A veritable royal chamber for an Emperor or Diplomat of Asia. Delicate 
and seemingly hand-carved wooden posts were lacquered a reflective 
jade color. These, in turn, matched the king-sized bed with its dragon- 
relief-themed, hand-embroidered silk sheets. They were the color of 
emerald. 

Giant screens of intricate scenes depicting the Japanese and 
Chinese countrysides filled the immense walls. They were also some 
Shade of green or vermilion. 

Regardless of the limitless royal beauty of the jade-hued palace 
bedroom, it didn't change the fact that it was a prison. A jail cell. She 


was being held captive and a kidnapping by any other name... 

...Was still a kidnapping. 

She senselessly yelled for help before noticing a green, luminous 
bulb flashing on an ancient, oriental bedside table. 

Rather than continue to struggle to lose her voice, the pink- 
haired hostage decided to investigate. 

BreeAnna sat on the exquisite bed and pressed the emerald 
button. 

A viridian and gray holoscreen sputtered upward from some 
unknown device. It was a simple green command-line section of text, 
as she'd seen before. 

It read simply: 'Please Remain Calm' 

BreeAnna yelled, "Where the hell am |? Who the hell is this?" 

The read-out came: 'The answer to both questions is Pergect' 

BreeAnna sighed, "Helpful." she shook her head, "Can | leave 
now?" 

The screen read: ‘Not until task completed’ 

"What task?" 

‘Your protection’ replied the green screen text. 

BreeAnna slammed her fist down on the table, "What the hell is 
happening? Let me out! | have to see about my father-" suddenly she 
burst into tears. Bright pink mascara trailed down her delicate 
features, "Protection from what?!?" 

The screen was emblazoned with a bizarre scene. 

It showed that stuck-up inspector in the dorky green suit she'd 
met earlier. He was standing alone in the main thoroughfare of 
Dragon's Te3th. It was bathed in darkness and quiet, until suddenly 
she... 


BreeAnna's tears immediately ceased when she first caught a 
glimpse of the Wreckard. It absolutely terrified her. The hideous beast 
was rocking, swaying sickeningly. Then, the twisted, grotesque 
mockery of immortality towered over the seemingly doomed stranger 
in green. 

The cyber-zombie's corpse faces turned to stare down at the tiny 
outsider. Multiple appendages slammed into the dirt, creating deep 
craters as the insectoid monstrosity adjusted its immense and 
grotesque limbs, preparing to attack. 

BreeAnna watched intently as the stranger in the jade suit held 
out a single, glowing emerald fist. 

The man in green opened his bright, pulsing hand. 

There was an all-consuming explosion of searing light... 
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PURGE re-materialized on the outskirts of town, next 
to the original, hand-carved sign. 
Twelve hours had passed since the very last group of refugees 
left the doomed town of Dragon's Te3th. Formerly Population 303, 
then 266, now? 


Now... population: precisely One. 


Saber stood over the multi-sided, emerald and jade colored 
podium. She slid a vermilion lever. A gray and green hologram screen 
emerged over the center of the turquoise console. 

As the Time Agent studied the screen intently, she tried to ignore 
the yapping of Uglister, the mineral animal. Bro was staring at the 
display which showed Professor Green standing completely alone in 
the dark, abandoned town. 

Saber pointed at the rock dog, "What is his problem?" 

The rhinoceros swung his huge gray head to look at the small 
pebble puppy, which was yapping and scraping at a random section of 
the monolithic green factory wall of Purge. 

“There's nothing there, boy!" Bro walked over to the random 
portion of viridian metal, looking intently. No door. No dispenser for 
charcoal or diamonds. Nothing. Shaking his head, the Judoon picked 
up the small mineral animal, despite its protests. 

Saber continued to watch the screen as Bro silenced rock dog 
with a bowl of liquid mercury. The rhino joined the Time Agent, 
watching the screen. She noted, "By now everyone's evacuated to 
Dragon's Ey3s. Should be safe for..." Saber shook her head, "Whatever 
the hell he has planned." 

On the screen, the alien in the emerald suit stood silent. 

About a mile or so down the dirt road, through the crimson forest, 
in real time: Professor Green had his hands folded over his 
exclamation mark cane. Everything was deathly quiet in the now- 
empty town of Dragon's Te3th. 

Not a creature was stirring. 

Well... one particular creature was stirring. 


The accidental time lord in the jade suit watched the hideous, 


ugly wretch slowly and laboriously drag its now 50-foot, 80-ton frame 
of death and rot out from the dark scarlet jungle. 

The mass of robot-corpses screeched and the sound was not of 
voices, the noise came from wrenching iron and copper. There was 
hissing, dripping, and steam as the gargantuan, insectoid like cyber- 
zombie roiled, hundreds of corpse faces staring at the man in green. 

It was headed toward him. 

Professor Green's ocular cavities began emanating an eerie 
emerald glow, his eyes eventually becoming surging floodlights which 
wreathed the Wreckard in sickening jade luminescence. The hundreds 
of corpse eyes glinted with a twinkling viridian glare. 

“Do you know Shakespeare? Hamlet, perhaps?" the alien asked. 

The Wreckard did not reply, simply slammed down various limbs 
with concussive force, causing viscous fluids of hundreds of rotting 
bodies to drip disgusting chunks onto the earth. 

Professor Green continued, "When one thinks of Hamlet, 
traditionally one thinks: 'to be or not to be'." 


"Who the hell is he talking to?" Saber asked. 

Bro shrugged, "Last time we fought a Wreckard, Sully was able to 
stop it by yelling at it!" 

Saber turned her attention back to the screen. 

“Maybe the Professor's talking to whatever sent that damn 
thing." 


The Wreckard was looming over him, wrenching metal screeching 


in protest. Professor green withdrew one hand from his cane and held 
it out in a fist. The fist began to undulate a rhythmic, glowing green 
pulse. 

"My favourite quote from Hamlet is one you won't hear often. 
And what the character said in sarcasm, | say in confidence: 'What a 
piece of work is man. How noble in reason, how infinite in faculty! In 
form and movement, how expressive and admirable. In action; how 


like an angel..." 


"What is he doing?" Bro asked. 

"Aside from quoting Shakespeare?" Saber stared in disbelief, "In 
his fist he has a single electron and a single proton. The most common 
particle in existence: a Hydrogen Atom." 

The rhinoceros started shaking his head, "No! No, you aren't 
serious! You're not telling me... Detonate? He's not going to-" 

Saber abruptly screamed, frantically stabbing at the de- 
materialization button, "Split the Atom!!!" 


"And in apprehension..." Professor Green opened his bright 
emerald fist, "How like a GOD!" 


The explosion could be seen from space... 
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THE EXPLOSION could be seen from space. 


Saber's jaw dropped as she watched an emerald green 
mushroom cloud sweep over the town of Dragon's Te3th. Everything 
was laid waste. 

Deconstructed on a molecular level, releasing pure hydronic 
explosive power, nearly all matter was vaporized. Charred black. 
Obliterated. 

Bro watched the eerie, jade and vermilion explosion as well, not 
believing what he was witnessing. 

It took several moments of intense silence before there was any 
noise. lce ages seemed to come and go in the deafening quiet of 
Purge's very large, very empty interior. 

The noise which did eventually manifest was not a voice, but Saber 
quietly sliding a lever. 

The sound of mechanical angels gave very little solace to the 
Time Agent and the Judoon. 

After what seemed and interminable amount of time, Purge 
touched down on the blast site. 

Saber sighed. She shook her head, wiping a sudden tear from her 
gorgeous, genetically enhanced cheek. The Time Agent simply could 
not believe that Professor Green would sacrifice himself so easily for 
the small populace of Dragon's Te3th. 

Bro was confused as he stared at her, "I don't- | mean - |..." he 
fell silent, "What do we do now?" 

The Time Agent slid a lever, another wet tear slipping down, 
"Attempt to gather any remains..." 
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"Did I watch that English Teacher guy quote Shakespeare 
and destroy my town?!?!" BreeAnna screamed at the holograph 
display. 

Veins were popping out of her neck, next to her neon pink pig- 
tails. 

The green scrolling text responded, and it read, "Yes, but-" 

"WHY DID AN OLD OXFORD PROFESSOR JUST QUOTE 
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Purge's emerald door popped open. 

Saber's face changed from despair, her eyes widening as she 
erupted into an enormous grin. 

Bro looked over and suddenly gripped his chest, sighing heavily, 
"Oh, seven hells, Thank Creation." 

The Chron-Arch in the jade suit stood before them in Purge's 
doorway. His vermilion form was tattered and smoking, his jade 
emerald fedora sported charred holes. 

But, aside from that, Traveller was perfectly fine. 

The Time Agent and the Judoon broke out in questions but 
Professor Green simply smiled and held up his cracked, half-melted 
glasses, "And | do so hate to lose my temper..." 
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BreeAnna Bytheway awoke, not knowing how long 
she'd been asleep. She didn't remember passing out, she 
remembered screaming. Enraged. Then, there was a long void of 
darkness. 

She stared up at the harlequin, teal and shamrock-hued drapes 
of the four-poster bed. BreeAnna had fallen into unconsciousness 
laying perpendicular on the king-sized mattress, not only not under 
the covers; but also managing to lay in the wrong direction. 

The pink-haired hostage sat up, staring over at the night table 
next to her. The strange holographic display still emitted from some 
unknown device. The screen had a simple prompt blinking green, 
waiting. 

She started to try to find a button to press, when the display 
abruptly started sputtering: 

‘Greetings, BreeAnna.' it read. 

BreeAnna felt her lungs expand as the message continued: 

‘My name is Pergect. You may call me Purge. | am a type 99x 
Time Capsule...’ 

BreeAnna stood, impatient, "Yes, yes. You tried to unload all this 
crap on me before-" 

The screen continued its green command-prompt text: 'My name 


was meant to be 'Perfect'. Due to a battle on-board the console bridge 
between a Time Agent and a Temporal Marauder, the Engineer 
accidentally-' 

BreeAnna stopped reading. She was glancing around the room 
for a door, "I don't care. | want to leave! Okay? | saw that cyber- 
zombie thing get blown up, and it looks like it took out my town..." she 
suddenly felt exhausted, despite having just woken up. 

The immensity and lavish decoration of the turquoise and jade 
guest room did little to imbue her with a sense of calm. She was losing 
patience by the second. 

“Drop me off at my Aunt's in Dragon's Ey3s, Alright? Damn it! 
Anywhere, doesn't matter, | need out of this god-damned room!" 

The screen went blank. Then the screen disappeared. 

Behind her, BreeAnna did not immediately notice the 'EXIT' 
letters, and indeed the door which appeared from seemingly nothing. 

Eventually, the irate, pink-haired young lady spun to view the 
possible way out. 

BreeAnna exited. 
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"It'll probably be around a millennium before the 
background radiation has dropped off enough for the area to be 
habitable again..." the Time Agent read the information from Purge's 
display console. 

Bro grunted. 

Saber looked over at him, "That's not good news." 

The young rhinoceros replied, "Better that than the hellish 
Wreckard thing getting bigger, turning into a Wreckoner." 

The genetically-enhanced woman sighed, "Well, | guess when 
you're right, you're right." 

"Speaking of," Bro stood up from where he'd been crouched, 
petting Uglister, "Professor Green said there was another phase. One 
that gets even bigger than the Wreckoner. He called it-" 

Professor Green suddenly interrupted them. A brief burst of 
emerald light, there he was. Seemingly, the spooky accidental lord of 
time had appeared from nowhere, "Let's discuss that at another time, 


my young lad." 

Saber took a step back. 

Bro grinned that awkward, Judoon grin of his, "You're full of 
Surprises this time around, aren't you?" 

Professor Green became intensely interested in cleaning his 
glasses, "The original population of Dragon's Ey3s has increased by 
266 citizens, those of-course having been formerly of Dragon's Te3th." 

Saber and Bro stared at Professor Green. 

Eventually the rhino said, "...yep." 

The stranger in the emerald suit continued, gazing at his 
companions as if they weren't quite catching on, "The influx of 
technical expertise as well as raw labor capabilities will be 
exponentially good for the townsfolk. There will be an increase in 
prosperity for the time being." 

“Good, good," the Time Agent grinned, her smile mischievous, 
"It's a happy ending for the people. Maybe not so much for the 
irradiated, charred-black hole where a town used to sit... but hey-" 

For the first time (possibly ever) Saber watched as Professor 
Green rolled his jade eyes after having donned his spectacles, "You 
didn't read further, my dear-" he tapped the viridian screen with his 
harlequin-hued umbrella cane, "Dragon's Te3th and Dragon's Ey3s 
eventually became rival then enemies. War broke out on the planet of 
Dragon's Blood. Our intervention has diverted that time line from 
occurring, saving hundreds nay, potentially, thousands of lives." 

Saber nodded, "So...um...you were serious about the reading 
assignment for Bro, then?" 

Professor Green tossed up his hands. 

Uglister ran at a nearby section of bland, forest-green metal 


which lined the factory-sized, empty interior of Purge. The mineral 
animal was yapping his head off again. Seemingly...at nothing. Just a 
wall. 

“Rock Dog!" Bro tried to quiet him down, "Give it a rest!" 

A bowl of liquid mercury calmed the pebble puppy as Professor 
Green continued, "Yes, | was serious about the reading assignments, 
Saber. I'm supposed to be teaching this young man-" 

"Okay, fine, | just wish the man in black would've let me know | 
was to be a super-powered Teacher's Assistant for the foreseeable 
future-" 

"Seven hells..." the time lord muttered as he slid a green lever. 
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BreeAnna opened the door marked 'EXIT'. 

It wasn't much of one. An exit, that is, as it led not to the scarlet 
and crimson forest of her home of Dragon's Blood but to a dimly lit, 
narrow hallway. 

This dark hall was lit on either side by overhead lamps, which 
cast their glow down upon simply framed pictures. 

There were immense letters above the framed pictures, and they 
were somewhat obscured by darkness. It took a moment for 


BreeAnna's eyes to adjust enough to read. 


On the left were the gigantic words: "Hall of the " 

And on the right, the conclusion: "Valiant Fallen." 

"Hall of the Valiant Fallen..." the pink-haired hostage absently 
muttered to herself. She began to stroll along, gazing at the frames of 
people she assumed she'd never met. Would never know. Never had 
known. 

They were positively ancient; every frame and picture coated in 
cobwebs and thick dust. 

The first picture caught her attention because it was a young 
lady, similar in age to BreeAnna. Hell, she thought, this chick could be 
my sister! Wiping off some dust, BreeAnna saw that the image showed 
a Goth-obsessed, punk chick with a pink scarf. Underneath, 
emblazoned in chrome and brass was a single word. 

"Jade" 

She wiped off the second picture and it made BreeAnna smile, 
despite herself. It was a dragon, Asian-style and golden, standing with 
his arms crossed and a smirk on his face. Under the picture was the 
title: "Cornelius." 

Third came a frame depicting a couple in their mid-thirties, which 
denoted: "The Roth-Landers." 

Fourth was an attractive young man in profile, wearing a suit 
which designated 'Mercury Dayside'. The name was: "Loggish Fuggle." 
BreeAnna thought, Strange name. Cute guy, though. Too bad... 

She continued down the "Hall of the-" side of the walkway, then 
strode over to the "Valiant Fallen" section. 

Here, BreeAnna encountered some difficulty. At first, part of her 
consciousness tried to make her believe she was still asleep. But, no, 
it didn't last long. BreeAnna was wide awake. 


And what she saw made no sense. 

Next framed picture was of "JB Unnerstoud". 

Then, another image denoting "Dr. Georgia Golitely". 

There were others, all people she knew. All people she'd grown 
up around in Dragon's Te3th. But how... 

“How do these pictures look like they've been here for years?!?" 

Indeed, all these framed, brass and chromed pictures had thick 
layers of dust. No one had been down this empty hall of the valiant 
fallen in years...years. 

Possibly decades. 

Confused and angry, BreeAnna started to make her way to the 
end of the Hall of the Valiant Fallen, where yet another 'EXIT' sign had 
materialized from nothingness into bright pink life. 

At the last image, BreeAnna turned and saw something she 
hadn't expected. She wiped away cobwebs and her eyes became 
watery as she saw: "Constable Taylor Bytheway". 

The terrified girl in the pink over-alls ran for the ‘EXIT’. 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 29 


Magistrate Necessary stood in the redistricted town of 
Dragon's Ey3s, population now...well, now a lot more. He had a lot of 
work to do. 

He stood and watched the refugees of Dragon's Te3th as they 


made their pleasantries to neighbors and friends. Before the Wreckard 
came along, these two towns had been in bitter straits legally. 
Constant bickering about territories and taxes and royalties... 

All over now. 

All the long-remembered slights and grudges now forgotten. 

All debts settled. 

For the first time, the Magistrate felt confident in his abilities to 
govern without the aid of- 

He emptied his copper flask. No need for whiskey. 

Now was the time for change... 


As he walked toward the gathered settlers whom eagerly awaited 
his state-of-the-Dragon speech, Floyd Necessary swore he heard the 


sound of wind chimes and mechanical angels... 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 30 


Professor Green pressed an emerald dial, "See? 
Everything worked out for the best." 
Saber nodded, "You always seem to have some kind of-" she was 


interrupted by something. An anachronistic issue had caught her eye. 

Bro wasn't paying any attention. 

Professor Green looked up, "Some kind of what?" 

She didn't answer. 

The alien in the jade suit took off his green fedora, running his 
hand through his sandy-blonde hair, "What?" 

Professor Green then noticed her unwavering gaze. He turned. 

Near the entrance stood the man in red, staring at them with 
bright crimson eyes. 

"Ah. Time for the yearly team-up already?" Professor Green 
grinned. 

The man in red began running at him. 

"Erm..." Professor Green stopped smiling. 

From the man in red's watch extended a two-foot long, crimson 
laser sword. 

Before Saber could react, and before Bro even viewed what was 
occurring, the stranger in the red suit struck, slicing downward at 
Professor Green. 

Professor Green put up his arm instinctively in defense. 

With a thick, electrical sizzle, the man in red sliced Professor 
Green's arm Off... 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 31 


It wasn't, of course, an exit. "Of course it wasn't an exit..." 
BreeAnna said to no one in particular. However, part of her felt as if 
she were being watched, and the hair on her neck stood on end. 

The other part of her knew, though, that 'Perfect' or ‘Purge’ or 
whatever the hell this ship decided to call itself was probably the one 
watching her. 

Closed-circuit cameras filmed, intercoms listened by... 

Nonetheless, BreeAnna took a look at this next corridor. 

As in the previous hallway, this was similarly long and dimly lit. It 
was also highlighted by antique, ancient art-deco ‘Tiffany & Co.' lamps 
which cast their hazy amber glow over dust-encrusted picture frames. 
Thick cobwebs embossed the sconces, and for every name she read 
under the pictures, BreeAnna had to swipe away decades of coated 
dust. 

The title of this corridor was different. On the left, above the 
picture frames and display lamps in bold lettering was the word 
‘Villains’. 

On the right side, above the other antique framed photographs, 
proclaimed the word ‘Marauders’. 

She started with the 'villains', taking in the first photo. After 
wiping away about a half-century of spiderwebs and dust, BreeAnna 
saw a Striking looking blonde gentleman, gaunt, wearing a bizarre 
outfit which ended in a head-piece that looked vaguely like a figure '8' 
or perhaps an hourglass. His fists were engulfed in flames. The name 
was 'Valentine’. The title read: 'Paradox Sorcerer’. 

BreeAnna continued on. Another photograph of another blonde 


man, also thin and gaunt. It actually looked like Valentine, perhaps a 
twin brother or a clone but the name was 'Kain' and the title: 'Wrathful 
Angel Progenitor’. He was wearing a strange contraption; a leather- 
buckle, steam-punk iron chest plate which expanded into pneumatic, 
piston-powered iron wings. 

The pink-haired hostage took in the next picture. It featured 
several statues of angels, but they were twisted, filled with rage. They 
struck out with jagged rock claws. They screeched outward with 
unnaturally large jaws filled with sharpened stone teeth. Title: 
‘Wrathful Angels’. Sub-Title: 'Phase 2 Quantum Predator’. 

BreeAnna didn't know what that meant, so she looked at another 
frame. She was familiar with Daleks, and she had knowledge of the 
Cybermen. However, she was not expecting to see a hybrid of the two. 
It was a formidable and evil looking creature. Bipedal with one arm a 
cannon, the gigantic metal soldier had a tiny head with no discernible 
features save for a single eye stalk. The enormous legs were tanks 
covered in copper spheres which BreeAnna recognized as Dalekanium 
explosives. She felt a shiver shudder down her spine as she read the 
title: 'X8' and the sub-title: ‘Dalek / Cyberman Hybrid’. 

There was a picture of a werewolf, oddly enough, named 'The 
Kerrigan’. The title was 'Poly-allo-morph Lupine’ with the sub-title 
‘Werewolf' in parenthesis. 

One particular entity had its own extended photograph frame, 
featuring several photos. Named simply: 'Deceit' and titled: 'Renegade 
High Lord’. 

The first picture of her was identical to Jade, the first of the 
‘Valiant Fallen’ and, indeed, under the 'Deceit' title was ‘Jade: Mark I' 
as the sub-title. 


The second woman was pretty, but her eyes and mouth appeared 
to be dripping some viscous black goo. The title was 'D3: Mark II’. 

The 3rd photo of 'Deceit' was of an older, auburn-haired woman 
with soft features. The title was simply 'Mark Ill: location Vrem'. 

‘Deceit's fourth photo was of a much younger woman with dark 
eyes and jet-black hair. She appeared severe and no-nonsense in her 
police uniform. The title was ‘Twyll Forswercs: Mark IV’. 

Upon looking at the fifth incarnation, BreeAnna was surprised to 
see that she couldn't actually see it. It was a fluctuating, phasing 
silver form. The title was 'Mark V: In-Transit’. 

BreeAnna cocked her head to one side in curiosity, and scanned 
the final form of 'Deceit'. It was... a man! A very thin, feminine man in 
a slim-fit violet suit with matching purple derby and purple tie. The 
title was 'Mark VI: the violet stranger’. 

Of the other pictures of 'Villains' and 'Marauders', BreeAnna 
glimpsed a picture of lightning. It was more properly a bolt of 
electricity with arms and legs. This was superimposed on a standing 
rhinoceros, which made the scene horrifying. A rhinoceros with energy 
crackling out of its eyes...the title was 'Electroform' with the sub-title 
‘Phase 4 Quantum Predator’. 

BreeAnna passed by a picture of something called the ‘Entangled 
Consortium' which had the sub-title 'Phase 5 Quantum Predators' but 
BreeAnna couldn't make much sense of it. One guy dressed all in 
white, with dark hair, looking evil. Another dude in blue, with blonde 
hair, looking evil. A man in red, also looking all evil. There were a few 
more but it didn't make much sense to BreeAnna, so she meandered 
onward. 


The stowaway in pink continued gazing at all of the bad guys in 


the room, absently twirling her bright fuscia ponytail. Some of them 
not too big a deal; such as some guy named ‘John Hart' in a crazy 
dorky uniform that made him look like he was leading a marching 
band. Sub-title 'Space Pirate / Disgraced Time Agent’. 

Unfortunately, one picture was kind of a big deal. It was a large 
framed photo, like all the others coated in decades of dust and 
cobwebs, but BreeAnna regretted having cleaned it off. It was a 
picture of hundreds of rotting corpses strung together in a mockery of 
existence, connected via twisted metal infrastructure to form a 
rudimentary caterpillar-like cyber-zombie. 

The title was 'Wreckard'. Sub-title: ‘Approximate size: One Urban 
City’. 

Worse yet, there was a second photo. Larger, more abhorrent, 
even more cadavers and larger chunks of steel, more intricate wire 
coiling and bloody debris combined to make the creature appear like a 
gigantic, rotten praying mantis. It was completely disgusting and 
terrifying. The title was 'Wreckoner'. Sub-title: ‘Approximate size: One 
Continent’. 

Finally, and in its most gruesome form, was title: 'Wrathager'. 
Sub-title: ‘Approximate size: One PLANET". 

BreeAnna could not bear to look at an entire planet of nothing 
but rotting, gnashing corpses; zombified flesh mixing with steel and 
concrete infrastructure covering a whole world- 

She burst into tears as she fled the hall of the 'Villains' and 
‘Marauders’, hoping this new EXIT sign wasn't yet another lie... 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 32 


It wasn't, of course, the man in red. Professor Green 
deduced that rather quickly, "Saber?" he asked. 

He slid to the left as the man in red (or whatever it was) struck 
down again with that hissing, crimson laser sword, narrowly missing 
the Professor. 

Saber was deft, reacting with super-human speed compared to 
poor Bro. 

The rhinoform stood with his mouth haphazardly agape. 

The intruder raised the glowing red tachyon blade once more, 


intending to split the Traveller in green neatly down the middle. 

The impostor in red's weapon would not budge. Curious, he 
glanced to see a woman's slender hand gripping his wrist from behind, 
stopping the downward strike. 

Next, the stranger in crimson felt the woman's other arm slide 
around his neck. Before he could move he felt some pressure, then a 
pop, then- 


-CRACK! 

Saber, Professor Green and the young Judoon watched the man 
in red slump to the green, grated metal flooring of Purge. 

The moment the figure touched down, the illusion of the man in 
red fizzled in a haze of puffy smoke. 

What was left was a humanoid shape, static-ridden. It looked like 
a being made of television snow, crawled out of a late-night show 
were the signal had been lost. 

The Time Agent knelt, withdrawing her psychic glass and typing 
furiously. Before Bro could even finish asking, "What the seven hells-" 

"This is unlike anything I've ever seen." Saber gasped. 

Professor Green looked down at his arm stump, "How do you 
mean, dear lady?" 

“Does that hurt?" Bro asked. 

"Does it hurt?" Professor Green dismally regarded his amputated 
viridian sleeve, "Look what he's done to my bloody jacket!", he took 
off his suit coat, angrily throwing it on the industrial grated flooring. 

Saber stated aloud the readings she was receiving, "Quantum 
RNA. It shares a common Quantum Predator ancestry with..." 

Bro was entranced suddenly, watching as Professor Green's eyes 


flared an undulating emerald glow. The stump of his amputated arm 
began to hazily illuminate as well. Then a bright turquoise skeleton, 
seemingly made of light, expanded and extended outward; fore-arm, 
meta-tarsals, tarsals. Next, a wave of jade illumination covered the 
Skeleton, solidifying muscles. Finally, a thin sheen of teal. The 
brightness faded, Professor Green's arm was restored. The entire 
process took three seconds. 

Saber didn't even seem to notice, continuing, "The Weeping 
Angels, Wrathful Angels, The Silence and Electroforms." 

The young Judoon winced at the mention of the Electroform, "Oh, 
| hate those guys!" 

Professor Green ignored Bro's outburst, "Phase 1, 2, 3 and 4, 
respectively." 

Saber nodded and stood, placing her psychic glass on Purge's 
green control console, "So | guess that makes this - whatever this Is - 
a Phase 5 Quantum Predator." 

"Why did it look like a previous Traveller?" Bro asked. 

“Good Question!" Professor Green loosened his turquoise tie, and 
tossed his jade fedora onto the emerald time rotor. He spun to face 
the next iteration of the threat, the manifestation that Saber and Bro 
hadn't even perceived yet. 

On the other side of the enormous, factory-sized interior, a 
shadow emerged from the darkness. The silhouette emerged from the 
black to reveal itself as blue. 

Mr. Blue. 

The impostor's eyes were pools of hate, and the platinum-haired 
intruder's visage bore a dangerous, lunatic grin which danced with 
insanity. 


Professor Green grinned, "We shall endeavor to find some 
answers from this gentleman here, shan't we?" 

There was a familiar hiss as the stranger in indigo unleashed his 
burning sapphire laser sword. 

Mr. Blue ran at Professor Green... 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 33 


It was an exit. It did not, however, lead BreeAnna to 
anywhere she had wanted to be. Instead, the hall of 'Villains' and 
‘Marauders’ had opened up into an immense library. This palace of 
books was truly gargantuan, circular, with three separate levels and a 
couple of rolling ladders. 

What appeared to be an overhead roof emitted soft orange 
lighting downward, casting ancient shadows everywhere, highlighting 
dust and mote particles which hung in the air. The scent was musty, 
and everything was apparently coated in the requisite cobwebs. 

Yet another room no one had visited in decades. 

In the center of the huge library was a circular sitting room. This 
held four plush, yet dusty and unused leather chairs arranged close 
together, as if sharing a damning secret. 

The center mosaic floor below them depicted an image of an 
hourglass. 

Laying upon an ancient oak table were several dusty, antique 
tomes. The books had titles like 'The First Wars of Time’, 'Genetic 
Temporal Causality in Gallifreyens', 'Rassilon and the Great 
Vampires’...titles that didn't make sense juxtaposed with refinement 
and embossement and craft-work of leather that books simply don't 
receive unless they were damn-near holy texts. Weird. 

BreeAnna skimmed through some of the contents: 'The War 
Lords', 'Omega and The Other’, 'The Shobogans'...it was as if these 
names should be important. That they should mean something to her. 
She shrugged. 

Some of the pages became technical: 'SIDRAT: Space & Inter- 
Dimensional Robotic All-purpose Transport’, a precursor to the 


‘TARDIS: Time & Relative Dimension in Space' capsule, which was 
followed by 'ATEV: A-lateral Temporal Entanglement Vehicle’ which was 
replaced by the 'IEOTARDIS: Independent Emboitement of...’ BreeAnna 
lost interest. 

The pink hostage tried again flipping through various hostile 
entities involved in the Time Wars: 'Zygons, Rutons, Sontarons, 
Judoon, Cat-Kind, Daleks, Cyber-men, Silurians, Hydro-philes, The 
World Sphere...’ Again, BreeAnna was familiar with very few of these 
races. 

Tiring of lessons about people and wars she'd never even heard 
of, BreeAnna wandered toward yet another EXIT sign... 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 34 


The Indigo-clad intruder ran, head-long and full screaming- 
banshee at Professor Green. His mad eyes reflected the sizzling blue 
laser sword, raised as if to deliver a well-deserved death blow. 

Professor Green remained still, his hands folded behind his back 
and a gentle smirk playing at the side of his lips. 

Mr. Blue's impostor was only a couple of feet away when Bro 
stepped in the way. 

He connected with a devastating straight right punch. Bro's 
massive rhinoceros fist slammed into the face of the stranger in cobalt 
so hard that, while his head stayed in the same place, the rest of 
Mr.Blue's body flew forward and upward. 

Mr. Blue fell, crumpling to the floor panels and Mr. Blue's facade 
was gone in a haze of smoke. Left over was the non-moving, static- 
ridden outline of an unconscious Quantum Predator. 

Saber immediately took to readings, before the creature 
evaporated in under 30 seconds, as the previous predator had. 

“Creature survives on instinct, deriving nutrition from Artron 
energy." She concluded. 

Professor Green nodded, "Certainly explains why it's after me. | 
wonder why it keeps taking my form-" 

"This is a different predator." the Time Agent corrected him, 


"Similar in genetic sequence structure. Like a relative; a brother or a 
cousin or-" 

"Or an in-law. Or an acquaintance..." Professor Green sighed, 
“Queen's sake it's like a consortium of soldiers that can only manifest 
as amemory of mine..." 

Saber tilted her head, "Good enough a name as any. Since no 
time-sensitive cultures have encountered this entity before." 

Professor Green glanced over, "We're naming them now? | just 
want to be rid of the blasted things!" 

"If we're going to catalog the creatures - in order to analyze 
weaknesses, then we need to name them first, calibrate phase 
variants, so forth." The Time Agent shook her head, "Entangled 
Consortium. Phase 5 Quantum Predator." she finished by tapping an 
asparagus-colored button on the multi-sided lectern, "Was that so 
hard?" 

Traveller ran his fingers through his sandy blonde hair, "| suppose 
not," he adjusted his glasses, "Question now is: if they keep coming... 
what can | do to gain the upper hand?" 

He contemplated this as he watched the second Entangled one 


vanish into nothingness. 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 35 


No, Sorry. Still not an exit. BreeAnna threw her hands up in 
the air as she stepped over the threshold. This was an indoor pool 
room. She sighed, staring round at the ridiculously clean, Olympic- 
sized water feature. Devoid of splashing, no kids, no 
swimmers...nobody. 

BreeAnna walked on. 

The pink-haired hostage found herself in a colossal, sleek 
cafeteria. Flat-panel monitors blended with roman dorics and elegant 
ivy furniture beset by a huge buffet table. Empty, everything, every 
place she went in this indoor city, was empty. 

Not a soul. 

What the f- 

BreeAnna sighed, stopping herself, -Forget it. 

The stowaway in pink helped herself to a bag of crisps and a fizzy 
drink from a voice activated vending machine, and she walked 
onward, determined, out of the cafe. 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 36 


“So, to Spare ourselves further exasperating speculation," 
The time lord in viridian began, "Let us state the facts as we know 
them." 

Bro raised a hand. Professor Green shook his head and pointed at 
him. The young Judoon offered, "Phase 5 Quantum Predator." 

"Yes, but what does that mean? Elucidate the terms." 

Saber read from the crackling gray holoscreen overhead, "The 
entities are only able to manifest a physical form derived from a 
memory." 

Professor Green nodded. 

The Time Agent continued, "Specifically, one of your memories. A 
memory of your previous incarnations." 

Traveller was cleaning his glasses again, "These predators require 
nutrition and they derive it from Artron sources, such as a High Lord, 


Bro interrupted, "-Or your time capsule! What if it, or they or 
whatever...want Purge?" 

The Time Lord considered. He tapped his emerald, exclamation- 
mark cane on the army green, iron grating below him. 

"Stop that." Saber leered at him. 

Professor Green stopped. He then abruptly opened his arms, 
"What's the big reveal, Saber?" 

The beautiful time agent returned her gaze to the readout 
screen, "Whatever this is-these are...we brought them with us. They 
were able to get a grip on us when we visited Madame TeSa'‘at. When 
we-" 

"-Entangled." Professor Green finished. 

"Look," Saber turned to face him, "It's pretty obvious that the 
man in red came first, then Mr. Blue. Next, we're probably going to be 
seeing old Mr. White-" 

"Who's Mr. White?" Bro asked. 

"My first incarnation." Professor Green answered, "But that 
doesn't really matter. How much longer can these things attack us?" 
Saber shook her head as she comprehended the readings, 
"Forever. Like...they're going to keep coming, no matter how many of 

them we kill." 

The rhinoceros had his hands on his hips, "How is that even 
rightly possible?" 

“Has to do with quantum entanglement," Professor Green 
hurriedly replied, "We've only killed one possible version of the man in 
red and Mr. Blue. If there are infinite, quantum versions of these 


Entangled Consortium creatures-" 


Bro shook his gigantic rhino head, "Seven Hells! Oh, lordy NO!" 

"-They will keep coming, literally infinitely." the time lord sighed, 
dismally fiddling with his jade tie. 

The Time Agent folded her arms. Her stern look pierced Bro, then 
settled upon the accidental Chron-Arch, "How the hell are we 
Supposed to get out of this?" 

"| have an idea... but you're not going to like it." 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 37 


Mr. White materialized on-board Purge from nothingness. 
The Entangled predator, wearing the memory of a Time Lord, 
looked around the bridge of the time vessel. 


It was hungry, starving, ravenous. 


The Mr. White impostor, complete with horrendously tired eyes 
and immaculate white uniform and dark hair, leered. 

Not a creature of consciousness, rather a creature of 
remembered need and vague desire, the entangled one began to stalk 
toward the turquoise and harlequin hued control station. 

Power. It sought Power. Artron power. 

Artron energy. It needed Artron- 


Suddenly, Professor Green stood in its way. 

Mr. White's eyes became insane, a gruesome mockery of 
Traveller, and its mouth opened in starving madness. 

The entangled one imitated the laser sword of its host memory, 
and wrathfully lashed out at Professor Green. 

The blade of the tachyon beam hissed as it sliced through the 
Chron-Arch in viridian. 

Then, Professor Green vanished. 

Confused, the quantum predator peered around. Now, there were 
two Professor Greens. 

Slicing and cutting with rage and hate, the impostor Mr. White 
found that they, too, simply faded to nothingness. 

The entangled one was surrounded, now, by no less than eight of 
these Time Lords in their emerald suits. All of their eyes were glowing, 
wafting forth jade energy. 

Mr. White desperately attacked, viciously, brutally, his imitation 
laser sword hissing and crackling as it tore through and sliced more 
and more Professor Greens. 

Energy, precious energy depleting, was the only concept which 
the quantum predator could process. 


Only now... 

The entangled one peered around hopelessly. It was now 
Surrounded. There were easily a hundred of the Chron-Archs now, with 
their teal ties and glowing green eyes. 

The quantum predator feebly kept up his fight, yet for every time 
lord he struck down, three appeared from nothingness to replace their 
fallen comrade. 


Finally, one lone Professor Green emerged from behind the 
entangled creature. The other Professor Greens, over a thousand 
of them, vanished abruptly into waves of jade light, viridian shadows 
danced then disappeared. 

Mr. White was being crushed. 

The quantum entity knew this as it looked down; seeing its limbs 
held downward in a gravity well. 

Professor Green's eyes flashed brighter, "Speak. What do you 
want here?" 

Mr. White's form was shaking, rapidly twitching back and forth. 

The time lord held out a glowing green fist and began to close it. 

The entangled one was drug down further into the metal grating 
of the floor, it's limbs were cracking and splintering in protest. It 
hadn't felt pain before, only the agony of hunger. The desperation of 
blind need. 

Never the pain of torture. 

Professor Green squeezed it closer, grinding and crushing the 
quantum predator in on itself, "SPEAK!" 

Mr. White's form seized, shaking violently, "Need. Need Artron. 
Need Artron Ship. NEED TO EAT!" 


The accidental Chron-Arch's eyes continued to flare bright jade 
light, "You shall not have her!" he closed his hand further. 

The illusion of Mr. White shattered as the creature completely 
weakened under the onslaught. 

As Professor Green clenched his fist so tightly that his palms 
bled, the factory sized interior of Purge echoed with sickening screams 
and the crushing, wrenching, crunching sound of the quantum 


predator's violent, brutal death. 


Traveller: Professor Green 


Chapter 38 


"Gee-Zuss-Christ-Dood!" Saber stared downward in 
disbelief at the Entangled Consortium predator. 

Well, what was left of it, at least. 

"What the hell did you DO to this thing?" the Time Agent 
demanded. She regarded the utterly destroyed quantum entity, which 
was literally a puddle of static. Just a crushed and gruesome jumble of 
black and white interference. 

Bro grinned that bizarre rhino grin, "I take it this guy pissed you 
off, then?" 

Professor Green started to say something, but Saber cut him off, 
"You realize they're going to KEEP COMING, right?" 

The accidental time lord started to answer, but the Time Agent 
interrupted once more, "I know YOU can keep doing this ad infinitum, 
unfortunately some of US don't have that luxury!" she crossed her 
arms. 

"So, listen- Hey! Listen:" Bro started, "If the Entangled 
Consortium wants Artron power, why don't we just give them what 
they want?" 

Traveller was obviously not on board with this concept, and he 
was about to voice his concern when Saber decided to answer Bro, 
“How do you mean? Like bait?" 

The rhino nodded, excitedly, "Right! Yeah, Judoon strategy would 
dictate inviting the intruder in, and then destroying or detonating 
whatever it is they wanted-" 

Saber shouted before Professor Green could respond, "If we 


explode Purge, temporarily bypassing her Artron storage capacity, It'll 
take out the entire Entangled Consortium! Overload them with 
quantum power-" 

Bro finished, also yelling in excitement, "We put on the 
emergency suits, and when the quantum predator boards, we flush 
him out into cold space. We're safe, and for the moment at least, we 
stopped the Entangled -um...committee." 

"Consortium." the Time Agent corrected. 

"Sure." Bro shrugged. 

The time lord in the viridian suit put on his jade fedora, "Were 
either of you going to actually ask me about any of this? Perhaps 
permission? Little thing called manners?" 

"I'm not asking you to do anything | wouldn't do." Saber said. 

"You'd blow yourself up in order to stop the Entangled 
Consortium?" 

The time agent smirked, "No, I'd blow up your ship in order to 
stop the Entangled Consortium." 

Bro chuckled, then looked around absently, "Hey! Where the hell 
is my dog?" 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 39 


“TI am not certain what the plan is, here," BreeAnna muttered, 
“but for the record: | do not approve." 

She was angry because after all of her wandering to all those 
rooms and following all those useless 'EXIT' signs, BreeAnna had 
ended up back in her corny, Asian-decorated guest suite! 

Lights were flashing crimson. 

Background noise was nothing but a reverberating alarm; a 
cloister bell. 

The command-line screen had typed out in simple green 
lettering: ‘Adapt provided protective suit’ 

BreeAnna looked around desperately, then found a simple, 
hexagonal piece of metal. It was white, embossed with the universal 
red medical cross. 

"What the hell do | do with this damn thing?!?!" the pink 
stowaway screamed. 

Purge's command-line interface typed in response: 'Press on 


chest’ 

The lights were glowing red more intensely and intermittently, 
the deep resonating dulcimer alarm growing louder, and then the time 
capsule's screen went all caps, urging: '11 seconds...10...9...' 


“lam not certain what the plan is, here," Traveller muttered, "but 
for the record: | do not approve." 

Professor Green was irritated because the cloister bell was in 
alarm. 

Incoming Quantum Predators. 

Saber, for all her knowledge, simply did not have enough 
information about the 'Entangled Consortium’ as she had decided to 
name them (on his behalf). Fact was, no matter what her psychic glass 
garnered regarding Quantum RNA (Temporal Ribose Nucleic Acid), the 
beautiful Time Agent only had a theory. 

Her theory was thus: "The Entangled Consortium can only exist in 
a form of rudimentary memory Gestalt." she explained as she tossed 
the time lord a small, hexagonal piece of metal. It was white, 
embossed with the universal red medical cross. 

“Reasonable enough," the emerald Chron-Arch almost appeared 
nervous, "Why do | need a protective exo-suit?" 


Bro had already adapted his, and the young rhinoform was 
covered head-to-foot in a shiny, reflective red space suit complete 
with an enormous, opaque helmet. The Judoon was talking, but didn't 
have the intercom on. So, the Time Agent and the time lord watched 
him sweep about various intricate arm movements and point with 
intensity, all in complete silence. Then Uglister, wearing a little doggy 
Space suit, jumped up into his arms. 

After this brief but strange mime act, Saber finally replied, "There 
is a large contingent of them coming, now. Like a swarm. We've only 
engaged single enemies to this point." 

Professor Green donned his spectacles and begrudgingly looked 
around Purge's bridge, "Yes, yes, | understand. Easiest path is to let 
them have the Artron energy then detonate it, hopefully send the 
Consortium back to their native reality." 

Saber nodded, and pressed the hexagonal red-crossed device to 
her chest. It doubled, then tripled and quadrupled, then quintupled 
and exponentially expanded further; each section inter-locking like 
chain mail. When complete, the Time Agent was encased in the 
copper-like, shiny red exo-suit. 

She turned to face the first of the oncoming storm. 

The Entangled Consortium had arrived... 

Emerging from the shadows was the Traveller in Black, his 
stubble-filled face frozen in a frightening visage of insanity. The 
impostor Black's temporal wrist device exploded into an emerald 
gauntlet of pure light, encasing Black's fore-arm in a gargantuan, 
glowing fist. 

Black ran at them, mad eyes pouring ebony smoke. He was 


running toward the control console. 


Professor Green activated his bio-suit. 


Then he slammed down an emerald lever... 
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Purge Exploded. 
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“YOu can open your eyes now..." the voice was a familiar; 
New York Gangster lilt. 

An accent far out of place in time. 

Professor Green turned to see the man in red sporting his 
familiar, Cheshire cat grin. 

The time lord in emerald adjusted his glasses, "How-how did-" 
“Fixed your watch!" the man in red blurted out. He slid the 
crimson arm of time across the bar counter toward Professor Green. 
The older Chron-Arch eyed the device dubiously, "While | 

appreciate the gesture, um-" 

"| Know, | kKnow-" the man in red threw up his hands, "You don't 
need it, really. You have the near-infinite power of unlimited post- 
regenerative energy granted by quantum entanglement." 

Professor Green wiped his forehead with a lime handkerchief, 
"Yes, dear boy, I've been meaning to get around to sending a-" 

"You're welcome, by the way." 

"-thank you note." the elder man in green cleared his throat, "But 
I've been a bit busy!" 

The man in red nodded, "Must be nice to not have Deceit stuck in 
that incarnation with you." 

"Again: thank you. Did you bring me here to bath you in 
accolades for some reason?" 

The crimson-clad Chron-Arch ignored him, "However, unlimited 


power comes with unlimited responsibility." 


Professor Green stared upward in stark acknowledgment, "The 
Entangled Consortium." 

"Your limitless, god-like abilities tore open a hole in reality, and 
they stepped through." 

The time lord in emerald stared down at the red time watch 
before thoughtfully pocketing it, "I'm forced to speculate that they will 
return at some point." 

The man in red nodded, "Fair Warning. You need to devise a plan 
or it's going to get worse." 

“Noted and appreciated." Professor Green stood, and doffed his 
hat, "For the advice, the god-like powers, and the watch." 

"It's not for you, anyway." 

"Who's it for then? It won't fit Bro and Saber won't like the 
color..." 

"All in due time." the man in red answered. 

"You sound as cryptic as the Traveller in Black." 

“He got it from me!" 

"Right. What do | owe you?" 

The man in red regarded him with curiosity. 

Professor Green titled his head, "Oh, come now young man. | 
know myself well-enough by now to know that nothing is for free. It's 
usually a favor for a favor. What do you ask of me?" 

The crimson arm of time considered for a moment, then the man 


in red smiled once more, "Simple: Wake up." 
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“Wake up.” Saber was shaking the unconscious Chron-Arch, 
"Wake! Up!" 

Professor Green's eyes opened. 

He was floating in the vast, empty void of dark and infinite space. 

His colleague, Saber, was shaking him. Ordering him to attention. 

Professor Green noted that the genetically-enhanced super- 
human was completely outfitted in her shiny, red-copper exo-suit. Far, 
far in the distance he could make out Bro, and the rhinoceros was 
doing front flips, enjoying the zero-gravity of open space in the 
freedom of his similarly colored bio-outfit. 

“Would you-" Saber saw that Professor Green was back, "Oh, 
thank god." she breathed a sigh of relief and it crackled through 
Professor Green's intercom. 

"Where were you?" she demanded. 

Professor Green switched the intercom device of his bio-suit to 
‘on': "Where? Somewhere around here | presume, Purge exploded-" 

"Yeah," Saber's voice raised an octave, "| was there. After you slid 
the lever we all got blown out in to space." 

"It was awesome!" came Bro's intercom response. 

"No it damn-well wasn't!" Saber snapped, "Shut up, Bro!" 

"I'll see what | can do..." Bro began to pretend that he was 
swimming as he floated toward Rock Dog. The tiny mineral animal 
also sporting a tiny, rust-colored exo-suit. But, it couldn't operate the 


intercom, so the silicone canine could be seen yapping, its little legs 
waggling, but there was no sound. 

"You disappeared. | glided over to you not two minutes ago...you 
weren't here!" 

"What do you mean?" 

"Your bio-suit was EMPTY! You WERE NOT here...and then there 
was a flash of red light, and suddenly you were back in your suit, 
sleeping!" 

Professor Green looked over at her, "Odd..." 

"Ya THINK?" the beautiful Time Agent stared down at his hand, 
“How did you manage to fix that thing?" 

The time lord noted that, indeed, in his left hand he had clutched 
the crimson arm of time. And the extremely powerful temporal wrist 
device was fixed. In perfect working order. "So very odd..." Professor 
Green said again. 

"Great, yes, it's very odd." Saber tried to get his attention, "You 
think maybe we can worry about the ‘crimson arm of time’ later? We 
have less than an hour of oxygen left and look at this damn mess!" 
she motioned to the scattered debris field; green and jade-hued metal 
and coral shrapnel was strewn haphazardly across the star-filled ocean 
of empty space. 

It was complete chaos. 

"And, while running out of air may not be as life-threatening to 
you or me, I'm sure Bro and his little rock puppy sure would like to 
continue breathing." 

Professor Green nodded. 

He handed the red time watch to Saber, and suddenly his eyes 
exploded into bright emerald light. 


"Very well then," the edges of his mouth turned upward ever so 
Slightly, hinting at a smile, "Onward..." 
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Luminescent, glowing tendrils of bright emerald light 
snaked out from the hands of Professor Green. These jade beams 
attached to pieces of Purge, finding and gathering various bits and 
chunks. 

Flaring viridian beams emitted from Professor Green's eyes, 
locking onto larger, circular machine parts (some the size of houses) 
and connecting them to a gargantuan base as immense as a 
planetoid. 

Saber had put on the red time watch, and she was using the 
‘crimson arm of time’ similarly; she gathered infrastructure, and 
welded green coral back to jade joists and viridian girders. She 
glanced over at Bro, "You know something?" 

“Chicken Butt." He responded almost instantly. 

"No," Saber shook her head, "It's 'guess what?', then ‘chicken 
butt'." hot sparking magnesium flares blasted into empty space as she 


welded, "What | was going to say was- | think Purge exploding sent 
Professor Green into some alternate reality." 

Professor Green heard the chatter over the intercom and decided 
to pitch in, "Guess What?" 

“Rooster Anus." Came the almost-immediate response from Bro. 

"Incorrect." Professor Green stated. 

The floating Judoon shook his head. 

"It's 'chicken butt'." Saber corrected, "There's never going to be 
an instance that requires you to say 'Rooster-" 

“Moving swiftly on!" Professor Green raised his voice above 
Saber's, "| was displaced into the Endless." 

Saber nodded, "Oh, that makes sense." 

“Not to me." Bro was doing back-flips now. 

"I'll explain later, sufficed to say that Purge protected me...well, 
one of her various incarnations did." 

Saber stopped space-welding long enough to point at a single 
ball of frozen static. It was the only detritus left, the corpse (if you 
could call it that) of the Endless one. 

Professor Green floated to It, gliding effortlessly. The accidental 
time lord touched it with one tentative finger. 

With a sigh of relief, Professor Green watched the Endless one 
shatter into near-infinity, the icy shards separating and disappearing 
into endless space... 
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“Well,” the rhinoceros said, intercom crackling, "This is, 
by far, the second-strangest thing I've seen all day." 

Standing next to him was Professor Green. 

That old emerald wizard stood with his hands outstretched, 
palms facing upward. His eyes were surging floodlights of luminescent 
jade under his fedora. The accidental time lord's hands were, similarly, 
undulating and pulsing that strange viridian glow. 

Bro stood on the familiar green metal grating of Purge's bridge. 

Below was what, bafflingly, appeared to be an entire planet 
exploding. 

In reverse. 


The strange machine-works of Purge were clearly visible to the 
young Judoon through the grated metal flooring. 

Beneath his feet was a massive, enormous spectacle of green 
and viridian gearing and circuitry. Unfortunately, to Bro it just looked 
like a big, green, green, big...thing. 

An unbelievably colossal, clenched, gnarled fist of jade. 

He couldn't guess as to its enormity, so he asked the glowing 
Chron-Arch about the inestimable mass of green metal he never knew 
was always below him. 

Professor Green answered, "22,000 kilometers is Perfect's width 
at center." 

Bro shook his head, "What's that like 12, 13 thousand miles? 
Jeez, is that what Sully was talking about when he said a ‘fat chick'?" 

Professor Green smiled, "Better not let Purge hear you say that. 
What's the first strangest thing you've seen today?" 

“The way Saber freaked when she thought you were gone. Your 
Suit was empty and she totally spazzed-out. Crying, thinking the 
Entangled Consortium got you..." 

Professor Green shook his head, "Bro, our relationship is strictly 
professional." 

The rhino disagreed, "She cried when she watched you destroy 
Dragon's Te3th! I'm tellin’ you, I've had a couple girlfriends, | know 
when someone love-" 

The emerald Chron-Arch interrupted him, "Foolishness, my young 
boy. We have not time for such matters given our, 
erm...entanglements, as it were." 

"You're telling me," Bro crossed his arms in disbelief, "That you 
have 3 friggin’ hearts but you can't fall in love?" 


Professor Green was busy; the outer hull and structuring of Purge 
was beginning to re-assemble itself. The time lord waved his glowing 
hands around, orchestrating, as jade joists and viridian girders 
solidified into place around the glowing green time rotor. 

“How the hell did she get to be so damn hot, anyway?" Bro 
picked up Rock Dog. 

"Saber is a genetically engineered organism, my young Judoon. 
She was created to be disarmingly attractive; it's both a manipulation, 
and a passive weapon." 

"O...kay...I'm just sayin' that lady's got feelings that neither of 
you are ready to deal with." 

Professor Green said nothing. 

Bro watched him slowly glide the outer bulkhead and shelling 
into place. Saber glided down as the door snapped itself into position. 
There was a loud hissing, and lots of steam. When the steam 
evaporated, a sound of high-pitched squealing tapered off into silence 

as the cabin re-pressurized to normal. 

The trio of time travelers were back on board Purge, fully 
restored, safe as houses. 

Immediately there were five alarms wailing. 

Professor Green pressed his right fist to his chest and one alarm 
stopped. His outer exo-suit snapped apart into inter-locking plates. 
Like chain-mail being un-made, the plates re-connected and stacked 
themselves until they were thinly layered into a single octagonal 
shape. 

Saber and Bro both pressed their fists to their chests, and the 
same effect happened. Two alarms remained. Bro took a sharp, deep 
inhale of fresh air and his lungs expanded. He picked up rock dog, 


releasing the puppy's bio-suit. 

One alarm left. 

Saber peered around the emerald podium, confused, "What's 
that?" 

Professor Green didn't answer her, but instead asked a question. 
He casually cleaned his glasses, then came his most nonchalant voice, 
"Do you have a crush on me, young lady?" 
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Saber laughed. “You are hilarious!” 


Professor Green shrugged. 


Bro tilted his head, not from confusion but because he was 
having difficulty popping his ears. The air pressure wasn't quite right 
yet. 

Saber handed the rhinoceros a stick of gum, "I admit | had a bit 
of a thing for the man in red. But that's because | never got to meet 
him. And he was cute. | guess it was the legend of him, y'know?" 

"Understood." the time lord in the jade suit waved dismissively. 

"Like a celebrity: 'the crimson arm of time’. Sounded like such a 
big deal the way the Shadow Proclamation talked him up." 

Professor Green nodded, impatient for the matter to be dropped, 
"Yes, yes | do get the picture, young lady." 

Saber continued, grinning, "Girls like a bad-boy. Y'know? He was 
witty and conniving and always out-thinking his enemies. Tricking 
them. Plus that gangster accent-" 

Professor Green checked a watch that wasn't on his wrist, 
wishing he hadn't even brought it up, "Forgive me. My mistake. 
Moving on." 

Bro's ears finally popped, "The hell is that last alarm coming 
from?" 

Saber and Professor Green looked at each other, then him, then 
around the nearly-vacant, factory sized interior of the time machine. 

It was about the size of a football field, and far in the distance the 
overhead lights faded from emerald in green to dark viridian then 
down to black shadow. 

From this darkness, this shadow, came the last wailing alarm. A 
bio-suit alarm, stating that the oxygen levels were critical. 

Professor Green, Saber, and Bro were all there. 

Then came Uglister's barking. 


The trio followed the yapping of the silicone canine. As they 
neared, industrial lights flickered to vibrant life overhead. 

There was a young woman laying perfectly still on the green, 
grated floor. She was unconscious from lack of oxygen. The alarm 
continued to wail. 

Professor Green immediately knelt, "Oh my dear WORD!" he 
pressed the release latch, and the suit dismantled from the young 
lady. 

"Is she..." Bro started to ask. 

"Who the hell is she?" Saber demanded. 

Professor Green held his hand over the stranger's mouth and 
emerald energy wafted deep down into the unconscious woman's 
lungs. 

She immediately sat, bolt upright. 

She coughed and she gagged as bright jade light escaped from 
her lips and wafted upward. 

The pink-clad girl stared up at the strange group with ever- 
widening eyes, "What?... WHAT?" 

Bro pointed at her, "Chicken Butt!" 
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BreeAnna’'s feet skidded a few times before gaining 
traction, and the young Asian girl was up in a bolt. She stared at the 
time lord in the viridian hat, "YOU!" 

“Professor Green," Professor Green offered. 

But the pink-haired hostage was having none of it. Instead, 
BreeAnna looked over at Saber, whom was staring down at her vortex 
manipulator. Then BreeAnna gazed at Bro. The rhinoceros waved. 

Uglister barked, BreeAnna clenched both of her fists to her 
temples, and she started screaming. 

Before Professor Green could stop her, she was running like she 
was being shot at. The group could hear BreeAnna's scream as it 
Slowly faded into silence, just as the shadow's of the gargantuan 
interior of Purge also swallowed her whole. 

Bro asked, "Should we-uh?" 

Professor Green waved the thought aside, "She'll be back." 

From the opposite direction of whence she'd departed, BreeAnna 
suddenly, and still screaming, ran up from behind Professor Green. 

Out of breath, the girl with the pink pigtails quieted and doubled 
over. 

Uglister barked again. 

BreeAnna started screaming again. 

She bolted again, terrified, with the rock dog trailing her, barking 


his little silicone canine head off. 

Professor Green shook his head, "She'll be back." 

Saber placed the now-restored ‘crimson arm of time’ on the 
emerald console, "I've gotta take off." she held up her flashing vortex 
manipulator as proof. 

The Chron-Arch in jade peered at her through his glasses, 
projecting his dubious expression, "How very opportune." 

The Time Agent gently kissed Professor Green on the cheek, 
which no one was expecting, least of all him. Saber had a mischievous 
grin on her face. Then, in a hazy flurry of luminescence, the 
genetically-enhanced beauty was gone. 

Bro immediately pointed at Professor Green, "Aw! Saber and 
Professor! Sitting in a tree-" the rhinoceros started searching around 
for something, "K-I-S-S-I-S-S-I-P-P-I-" 

“That's not-" 

"-Hey, where the hell is my dog?" 
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The Asian girl in bright pink finally skidded to a halt, for the 
third time, in front of the emerald control console. 

“There you are!" Bro exclaimed. 

BreeAnna stared over at him to see the mineral animal known as 
‘Uglister’ jump up into the rhinoceros' arms. 

"My dear," Professor Green gently placed an arm on her elbow, 
helping her to stand straight, "Are you quite alright?" 

"No!" BreeAnna said, "| am not alright, thank you very much." 
she suddenly shoved the accidental time lord in the emerald fedora, 
"You completely atomized my town!" 

Professor Green was shaking his head, "Unfortunately, as much 
as | disdain and abhor violence, there was simply no other way-" 

She was crying now, and she pounded on his chest with still- 
clenched fists, "You killed my DAD!" 

The Chron-Arch enveloped her in his embrace, and he was 
Slightly glowing that emerald energy haze, "Calm yourself, dear-" he 
was murmuring, soothing the terrified young woman, "I did no such 


thing." 


BreeAnna buried her face in his chest, tears streaking down her 
cheeks, "Why did-Why did it all have to happen? I-" 

“Rest assured," Professor Green's eyes were undulating jade 
energy, "Your father, Taylor, was a hero. His attack on the Wreckard, 
and the subsequent awakening of the townsfolk by his warnings, 
saved a great many lives..." 

The hostage in pink was calming, catching her breath. 

The time lord slid a lever and doorway opened in glowing green 
adjacent to them. 

It was the cafe BreeAnna had walked through earlier. 

"Spot of tea?" Professor Green offered with a warm smile. 
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A short while later, Professor Green and BreeAnna Bytheway 
re-emerged from their high tea. 

The accidental time lord immediately noticed the rhinoceros 
working the emerald dials and jade levers of the multi-sided, viridian 
podium. 

"Bro, what exactly do you think you're doing?" Professor Green 
demanded. 

The Judoon jumped, as if caught doing something naughty (which 
he was). 

Professor Green stalked to the controls, staring in disbelief, 
"Seriously, Bro? Why in the name of...Why there?" 

Bro shrugged, shaking his huge rhino head, "Saber's orders." 

The time lord straightened his glasses, "Sneaky, underhanded, 
cheeky...yes, Saber had a thing for the man in red, alright." 
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The man in the perfect black suit slid the bartender a note. 


The bartender stared at the note, not comprehending. 

Before he could ask the meaning, the bartender watched the 
black-clad stranger exit his establishment. 

The Bartender watched the traveler in black walk into an ebony 
obelisk and disappear. 

Then, the black monolith vanished. 

The bartender shook his head. 

The bartender couldn't remember. 

The Black Traveller came into his bar... 


Staring, the bartender realized his saloon was deathly quiet. 


There must be 50 patrons in here, why the hell’... 

The bartender stared, unbelieving, at the frozen crowd. Everyone 
stopped dead in their tracks, mid-drink, mid-word, mid-breath. 

Had the traveler in black done this? 

Why was everything on pause? 

He stared down once more at the incomprehensible series of 
numbers. 

Then, the bartender heard the faint sound of wind-chimes 
followed by a vague chorus of mechanical angels... 
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Professor Green stepped out of the jade pagoda, followed 
by a young girl in bright pink, and a rhinoceros. 

Nicholas Baker shook his head, folding his arms. He watched 
them from the top of the cellar stairway. 

"Ah!" the time lord in the emerald suit glanced up at the 
bartender, "Nick! | don't know if you remember me or not-" 

"Aye," said Nicholas Baker, "I remember you." 

"Apologies if my landing caused your bar to stop," Professor 
Green began with a wide grin, "Deceit's EverTARDIS neutrino 
entanglement makes it necessary for me to formulate a particle static 
proxy temporal embolism-" 


“What the hell is that supposed to mean?" Nicholas Baker 
interrupted, "Oy, you sound like such a god-damned Iunatic 
sometimes, Traveller." 

Professor Green's eyebrows raised to attention. 

"C'mon up, then-" the familiar bartender ordered, "May as well 
get yourself a drink before you start in again on the techno blah- 
blah..." 

Professor Green took off his jade fedora, motioning the others up 


the stairs, "Onward?" 
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The trio of time travellers emerged upstairs to find the upper 
lobby of Nick's Tavern completely packed. Customers were in every 
seat, clientele crowded the booths, kids stared out the windows at the 
crowded bay and fairgrounds. BreeAnna made it up last, and she was 
the first to note the complete silence. It was deathly quiet. 

The only noises she could hear were the footfalls, echoing 
devastatingly, in the absolute silence. 

"Well... Owl be damned!" Bro announced, excited, as he stared at 


the completely frozen guests. Mannequins? No. Real people, a full 
house in fact, totally frozen in time. A little girl was suspended in air, 
mid-jump, a smile halfway spread across her lips. 

BreeAnna began, "Holy SH-" then stopped herself, turning her 
head to peer at the friendly rhinoceros, "Wait. Did you just say ‘owl be 
damned'?" 

Bro nodded, "Heard it a lot on 'Rockford Files'!" he grinned... kind 
of. 

"Pretty sure that's not what they said." 

Nicholas Baker was standing at his bar, the only area free of patrons 
as the bar-seats were empty. BreeAnna helped herself to a seat as she 
peered at the picture Nicholas was staring at. Her eyes could focus so 
clearly sometimes it scared her... 

It was a Polaroid - absolutely ancient technology - showing ten 
figures. 

Nicholas was sliding his finger-tip across the image as if trying to 
place the Traveller. The picture showed ten figures wearing ten 
different colored outfits, and BreeAnna recognized it vaguely from the 
on-board museum in Purge. 

Nicholas’ finger skimmed over the image backward, starting from 
a huge dude wearing a tan and khaki suit, then backward to an 
African-American woman in luscious gold, a slender gentleman ina 
coppery-bronze steampunk getup, then a heavier guy in silver but he 
appeared Indian in descent and had a curly black beard, backward to 
a crazy-skinny gentleman in dapper purple, then a grizzled older dude 
in a perfect black dinner jacket and finally, Nick's finger-tip settled on 
the distinguished, oxford-professor-type, sporting emerald hues. 

He glanced upward, his gaze settling on Professor Green, "So. 


Long time! Do we feel like catching up a bit, or should we cut right to 
why you're in my damn bar... AGAIN?" 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 52 


“Wait wait wait-” Bro motioned around the room with his 


gigantic rhinoceros paws, "How are all these people frozen?" 


"Ah," Professor Green began, "You see, dear boy, Purge Is an 
emboitement of time." he spun his jade exclamation mark cane 
around the room, "And when you land her in another, separate 
temporal-" 

Nicholas interrupted loudly, "Two TARDISes" then sipped a 
whiskey. 

Professor Green turned and made a face at him. 

He raised his eyebrows in defiance, "Well? You know you were 
gonna take literally 100,000 years to explain why all the folks are 
stuck." 

The emerald-clad Chron-Arch shook his head, relenting, "Yes, 
well, brevity is the soul of wit | suppose-" he grinned at Nicholas, "Or... 
half of it, at least." 

"So... we're standing in a TARDIS?" Bro continued staring about at 
Nicholas Baker's tavern, "THIS is a TARDIS?" 

Nicholas didn't seem to hear the question, and continued 
prodding Professor Green, "Yeah? S'that right? Well the man in Black 
had a word to say about you as well." 

The time lord twirled his turquoise umbrella, "I'm certain he had 
several. What did our esteemed leader spout and minister?" 

"Oh," the tavern owner smiled mischievously, "He said there was 
always one in every Chron-Arch's incarnations: a wag, a smart-ass... " 
Nick finished as he eyed the time lord, "A CLOWN!" 

"Agreed but he's not usually the one in charge!" Professor Green 
grinned. 

Bro was bored, and had taken up doodling mustaches and black 
eyes on the helpless guests. As BreeAnna watched, wide-eyed in 
bewilderment, Nicholas stretched one arm all the way across the 


entire room and snatched the magic marker from the Judoon's hand. 
Bro stared at his empty hand, stunned, "Awww - man!" 

"YES!" Nicholas' stated, his arm returning to normal as he 
pocketed the magic marker, "You're standing in a TARDIS." he pointed 
at Professor Green, "This guy's arch-enemy's TARDIS, to be precise." 

BreeAnna tilted her head at the Chron-Arch, "You have an arch- 
enemy?" 

Before he could answer, Nicholas jumped in, "'Deceit' was her 
code-name. She crash landed here in the 1940s and her suped-up 
time machine did a lot of damage." 

Professor Green finished the story, "Before we go into to much 
detail about the past - sufficed to say that | trapped Deceit's 
EverTARDIS here for Nicholas to look after." 

"Gotcha." BreeAnna stated, staring around the full restaurant / 
bar. 

The bartender pointed behind him at the staircase which lead 
upward, "That leads to the inner TARDIS." Then, Nick pointed at the 
downward stairs where they'd all emerged from, "That down there is 
the control room, but you've already seen that. 

BreeAnna nodded, "O-kay-but - but that doesn't explain how 
you're like stretch-armstrong." 

"What the hell is a stretch armstrong?" 

"| dunno-like... super-powers?" BreeAnna couldn't quite seem to 
come up with the right words, then she pointed at him, "You're like the 
guys in the comic books!" 

Nicholas looked at her dubiously, "Comics? What like... 
‘Calvin&Hobbes'’? 'Garfield' and shit?" 

"MOVING SWIFTLY ALONG!" Professor Green interrupted the 


idiotic nonsense before it grew more idiotic or more non-nonsensical, 
"Nicholas' consciousness was transferred to a Nestene; a silicone- 
base, hive-mind alien entity." 

BreeAnna was about to ask something else but Professor Green 
finished the thought for her, "And yes, ‘silicone’ means that they're a 
Shape-shifting, plastic-like, rubber people." 

Nicholas feigned patience with the unwelcome guest time lord, 
“Thanks for that." 

“That means that you can like, stretch, like... ANY part of your 
body?" BreeAnna looked Nicholas up and down. 

The exclamation-mark-shaped umbrella cane rapped on the bar, 
"Right! I'm here to talk to you about immortality." Professor Green got 
the group-think back on track, "Specifically: the Lazarius9 drug." 

The bartender nodded slowly, "Caused the rampant and 
sometimes unwanted immortality during the whole ‘Miracle Day' 
debacle. What about it?" 

Professor Green said, "I've found it on other planets." 

This one simple statement seemed to hit Nicholas like a bus. 
"...No." he finally whispered. 

The time lord asked, "How did it get here, to Earth, in the first 
place?" 

“How the hell should | know?" 

"You're WITH TORCHWOOD for Eon's sake! Isn't this ‘Operation 
Timepiece" you're running here? That massive of an unrest must have 
left a dent in the Torchwood meta-database!" 

Nicholas shook his head, "Look, | know it was of alien origin but 
Jack was the one in charge, and if Harkness knows anything about 
where it came from... he's not saying." 


Professor Green sighed... 

Suddenly, the bartender's memory returned. The meeting. The 
instructions. The co-ordinates... 

Nicholas withdrew a single slip of paper from his pocket, a shred 
of scroll with co-ordinates, given him by the man in black. 

“However,” the bartender blurted out, and slid the paper over to 
Traveller. "| think there's someone who might." 
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It was like running for Purge. 


Suddenly, without warning she was forced to run as fast and as 
hard as she could. For Pergect, she was slamming herself forward, 
uphill, through a dense forest. Purge's lungs burned and her legs 
ached. For the IEOTARDIS, this was the hardest unwanted marathon 
ever. She could see a clearing ahead and knew this was her 
destination. 

She pressed harder onward, running faster until her entire form 
felt like it would shake apart in protest. Why? Why was Pergect forced 
into this horrendous gait? She knew, somehow, that if she didn't make 
it - it would mean her existence. She had to get the clearing, and 
fast, or her entirety was on the line. Purge knew this. 

For Purge, she finally entered the open area through the dense, 
unknown forest. And she was exhausted, every molecule of her being 
felt drained and worn. _ For Pergect, she felt her consciousness 
draining; she was too tired, so very tired. 

For Purge, she felt the darkness envelope her... 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 54 


Professor Green stepped out of the jade pagoda, and 
nearly fell. The time machine had landed cockeyed, her outer hull 
scorched and scratched, buried at an awkward angle in dark mud. 

The Chron-Arch shook his head. His poor Purge, having to 
traverse a particularly nasty anti-time / anti-matter warp barrier to... 
to... he stopped. He smelled something, his alien nostrils picking up 
chemicals no human could possibly detect. 

And he recognized the scent. 

No, this couldn't be! A smile began to spread across his face and 
he opened his arms wide as he turned, as he realized he'd finally 
made it back to... 

Then, Professor Green opened his eyes... 

He'd made it home! This was- 

He didn't want to accept what he was seeing. This was... 
Gallifrey? 

Professor Green whispered, "...no..." and dropped to one knee, 
unable to bear the emotional weight of what he was seeing. 


It was a smoking wreck. A charred hull. The Panopticon in the 
distance was in flames, the glorious dome was shattered, he could see 
the Praetorian and Patraxian buildings demolished. 

He barely had time to register what he was seeing when he 
heard the footfalls. 

Next, a gravelly voice intoned from beside him, "Welcome Home, 
Green." 

Professor Green shook his head, knowing his future incarnation 
without having to look. He asked the man in black, "Who did this?" 

Black folded his hands inside his perfect ebony suit, and stared 
out at the destruction, "These violent delights have violent endings." 

Professor Green disregarded the non-answer, "Jade said... before 
| regenerated for the first time, Jade said Gallifrey was saved - she 
Said it was a message from her future self-" 

“That wasn't Jade." Black replied. 

"Then who was it? WHO DID THIS?" Green demanded. 

"Who knows for sure-" 

"Stop talking to me in riddles and half-answers and tell me what 
happened here!" Green was losing his patience, he slammed a 
glowing emerald fist onto the scorched Terra, immediately causing a 
tremor. 

Black took two steps back, the earth-quake causing him to shift 
his weight a bit, "Alright, you're powerful - | get it. The most powerful 
of us all: Wanna knock this shit off before you destabilize the planet 
core, you Jackass?!" 

Professor Green's eyes became less illuminated, and the tremor 
subsided. He stood, sighing, seemingly slightly embarrassed by his 
outburst, "Was it the Daleks? The Cybermen? The Sontarons? The-" 


The Chron-Arch in the perfect black suit held up a hand, "We've 
been through this before. You went to Mondas to punish the 
Cybermen, but Mondas was a charred hull. You wanted to rage against 
the Daleks, but got to their home-world to find nothing but garbage 
fires. Trash and destruction, everywhere. Same with the Sontarons and 
the Rutons and of-course you terrified the Zygons, whom were 
essentially homeless-" 

"Liar." Professor Green interrupted, "None of that ever happened. 
I've been searching for Gallifrey for-" 

"Wrong." The man in black shook his head. Subtly and slightly, he 
turned to stare at Professor Green and remarked, "You've been here 
before... you just don't remember." 

The time lord in black's eyes began to pour out ebony smoke, 
and he told Professor Green, "Time to remember..." 


The Traveller Chronicles 


Chapter 3 (Part II) 


...I nside Purge, leaning against a control console, stood a dapper 
stranger in a smooth black suit. His arms were folded, his chin 
resting on his chest. 

Traveller stopped, paused mid-movement. 

He stared, wearily, at his future incarnation, not recognizing 
Traveller: Black even in the slightest, "Who the hell are you?" 

The dark stranger peered up, "You're not a High Lord yet, so I 
don't expect you to recognize me-" 


"T don't." Mr. White took an apprehensive step back, "How did 


you get into Perg?" 

“Relax. I'm just here to talk... " the door to the Endless appeared 
next to Black. 

White remained tense, his tired eyes regarding the sudden 
doorway to the Time Bar, "Talk about what, exactly?" 


Black stroked his gray whiskers, "Come, let's get a drink. We 
have much to discuss." 


~ Traveller: Mr. Blue ~ 
Chapter 47 


(cont'd) 

...Mr. Blue fiddled with his brand new aegean tie, "What did you 
come up with?" 

“You haven't even been gone a second!" Sully said. 

"John Smith." the RAPIDs replied. 

"Taken," the time lord walked to Purge's aquamarine control 
console. 

“Pardon me, old boy, but where did you GO?" 

"Just now?" 


"Well, yes." the retired commodore shrugged, "You look as if 


you've been on holiday." 

"Not to worry, a quick jaunt to take care of something." 

"Oh, alright then," the retired commodore lit a cigarette, "How 
long?" 

Mr. Blue titled his head, "Eight years." 

Sully coughed, "Eight YEARS?! You've only been gone a damn-" 


- Traveller: the man in red - 
Chapter 36 


“Where the bloody hell have you been?” Sully demanded, “I feel 
like I've been standing here for two years!” 

“Busy!” came the response. The accidental time lord in crimson 
Slammed open Purge's burgundy control room doors, dragging 
something hefty behind him. 

“Always busy,” Sully popped a stick of gum in his mouth... 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 55 


Professor Green shook his head, “How could | not 
remember coming here three times?” 

Black stared out at the desolation, shrugged, "Sometimes 
memories are too painful, and we bury them. 

"Was it...Purge? Did she somehow erase my memory?" 

“Doesn't matter!" Black said, "Fact is, there is another force that 
came into existence when you visited Madame TeSa’at." 


Professor Green nodded, "The Entangled Consortium." 

"Exactly," the time lord in the perfect ebony suit held his hand 
out, sweeping it over the ancient destruction of Gallifrey, "Lazarius9 
was created here, by the High Lords, in case you haven't figured that 
out yet." 

“Doesn't explain how the drug found its way to Dragon's Blood, 
to Earth for seven hells!" 

"War!" Black bellowed, "It was the damn time war! The drug 
found its way out into the cosmos, and now we have Wreckards and 
Wreckoners and your infinite power bore the birth of the entangled 
consortium..." 

The time lord in viridian took off his hat, "I will remember this 
time. All of this. So, | take it you threw me this meeting in the hopes 
that you'd spark some sentient sense of duty nee pride to move on. 
Keep about the struggle?" 

Black stroked his salt and pepper stubble, "I'm not that dramatic. 
But, yeah, pretty much. Look, you have a high IQ, you should be able 
to figure out that the high lords paid in kind for their hubris. But some 
of us made it out. You know that: the Corsair, the Deceit, the Van 
Guard-" 

"Understood." Professor Green nodded. 

"The Cleric, The Viceroy-" 

Professor Green snapped, "You've made your point!" 

"Have |? You have a duty to fulfill now-" 

"| don't need you to preach to me!" 

"You need," Black got into Green's face, "To take your rightful 
place as Eon's champion! It's your task now to find and rescue the 
other escaped time lords like us. Stop the Wreckards and stop 


Lazarius9 - FIX THE MISTAKES of the long-dead High Lords-" 

"WHY ME?" Professor Green was shouting now, something he 
rarely did, "WHY DOES THIS DUTY BEFALL ITSELF SOLEY UNTO MY 
SHOULDERS?" 

Black roared, "BECAUSE YOU'RE THE ONLY ONE WHO CAN!" 

There was a moment of silence, and the grizzled old man in black 
finally uttered, "You're more powerful than the rest of us combined, 
and you know it." 

Professor Green shook his head, "I! refuse to believe that. It's not 
about raw power, you fool! It's not ‘might makes right’, it's RIGHT 
makes right! Dammit! There absolutely must be a better way than via 
brute force and explosions, all in the name of a race of almost-extinct 
temporal debutantes." 

The man in black said nothing. 

He pointed his finger to the sky, and as he drug it down, the 
ebony obelisk form of Purge fell from the charred heavens, slamming 
to the ground with a single clap of thunder. 

"Do what you will," he relented as he disappeared into the future 
form of Perfect, "But don't forget your duty. Accidental or not, you 
have the powers of a god. And we very well may need a god on our 
side to fight the demons that are coming..." 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 56 


A sound of wind chimes, faint at first, and a heavy impact. The 
emerald-hued pagoda appeared once more in Nicholas Baker's tavern, 
and the time machine was battered, burned and scorched. As 
Professor Green exited, however, these abrasions and scratches 
began to flake off and the darkened chips floated upward, 
disappearing into a strange hazy nothingness. 

By the time the Chron-Arch in viridian sat down at an empty 
stool, the IEOTARDIS was in brand-new condition. Tip-top shape. 

Professor Green was not. Nicholas noted this as he poured some 
of his special reserve, 100-year old scotch, "You look absolutely... 
haggard, Mr. High Lord!" he slid the beverage to Mr. High Lord, who 
downed it in one gulp. 

The eons seemed to have bore down on the shoulders of 
Professor Green, and he slumped and sighed. He briefly looked around 
at his friends, whom waited in staring silence for an explanation. 

He tapped the bar, twice, to indicate he wanted another drink. 
Nicholas obligingly poured. 

Professor Green downed this one as well, "If you'll allow mea 
cogent colloquialism from the modern adolescent culture: ‘that 
sucked'." 

Tap Tap. 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 57 


"Tell me the story again, Grandma!" 

"Oh, but sweetie, your birthday party's about to begin." 

“But | love that story! Just tell me the short version! Please?" 

She couldn't resist her grand-daughter, so she stroked her mossy 
braids and began, "There are many other worlds in this cosmos, 
worlds you'll never see. On these other worlds, there is life. There is 
life scattered around throughout the universe, you see, and it unfolds 
according to a plan. Life always starts small and simply, little one, just 
like you-" she tapped her grand-daughter's nose, evoking a smile, 
"Tiny at first, then it flourishes and grows. In most cases the life stays 
in the water, sometimes it goes out to the Terra. Sometimes both, like 
in our world. 

Now, on our world, we are ‘Flora’ only. We, the Dendri-kin, live 
with the Dendri-mind. We have a brother species that lives here with 
us, the Hydrophiles-" 

The birthday girl interrupted, "The water folk!" 

"Yes, deary, the water folk. They are an ancient, transplanted 
race from the Terra called 'Mars'. They are refugees here. And the 
Dendri-kin and the Hydrophiles have lived in harmony for millennia on 
this planet. But on other worlds, life is different. 

They have the ‘fauna’, the 'beasts that roam free’. They are the 
life with no roots and no super-consciousness. They are separate from 
each other, and the 'Flora’." 


“How very strange! How lonely!" the birthday girl said. 

Grandma shook her head, "Now, now, dearest, we mustn't judge 
those as inferior simply because they are different. Nor must we be 
afraid of that which is different. This universe has room for all of us, no 
need to be intolerant." 

"Yes, ma'am." 

“These ‘Fauna’, they sometimes travel the stars, for they have 
need of diversion that we the Dendri-kin and the Hydrophiles have no 
use for. They choose to explore, and that is perfectly fine. We are the 
keepers of knowledge, they are the seekers. 

Long, long ago there was almost a war between the water-folk, 
and us - the tree-people. Visitors to this world, and the only 'beasts 
that roam free' to have ever tread the Terra, changed that fate. It was 
a small group of travellers, Fauna - of all creatures - that saved this 
world..." 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 58 


"The strangers dropped from the sky. The Elder-kin, they 
say the newcomers fell from the heavens in a seed pod. We don't 
know that for certain, they simply called it a seed pod because it was 
Small and green and very hard and durable. But-" 

"Oh this is my favorite part!" proclaimed the birthday girl. 

"Yes, little one | know, now please stop interrupting. So the seed 
pod opened and out came the Fauna visitors. 

The green wizard, the rhino, the baker and the pink lady. 

Whether it was by coincidence, or set up by the fates of the 
cosmos, there had been a recent suffering. Deaths. And they 
appeared to be murders. 

We know the Fauna have hierarchy, meaning that they delegate 
a few or one to be in charge of the whole. Such matters are foreign to 
the Dendri-kin, and seemingly limiting. But our species doesn't judge. 
Regardless, the green wizard said his race was ancient and quite elite, 
known as the High Lords. Again, we didn't care about that but before 
they were known as High Lords they were called the War Lords." 

"Scary." 


"Yes, scary." 

"And mean!" 

"Very quite, dear. Now these War Lords had invented a serum, in 
injection which would enable one to become immortal. But it wasn't 
what they wanted, and the experiments which took place here eons 
ago didn't yield the right results. Abominations, they were labeled. 
Wreckage of existence, and bastards of immortality. 

So the War Lords abandoned the experiment. And the good news 
was, they erased our world completely from their record. The bad 
news was, this world now became a safe-haven for something sinister 
to hide. 

For you see, dear, once our world was forgotten by the Fauna, it 
became the domain of the Entangled Consortium." 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 59 


"'Phase-five quantum-predator' was what the green 
wizard said it was, causing all the deaths. Now, we the tree-people 
have no concept of 'predator', much less one that is 'quantum-locked', 
but the Elder-kin nodded their heads solemnly nonetheless. Some of 
our kind had been found floating on the great waters. The Hydrophiles 
denied wrongdoing, but there could be no other explanation for 
hundreds of dead trees floating aimlessly. They countered that now 
there were bogs and swamps where once there had been clear 
delineating boundaries between the water and the trees. The 
Hydrophiles claimed that many in the lower lands were bloated trees, 
five times wider and taller than any tree need be - indicating that 
they'd taken much, much more water than was necessary. A form of 
Hydrophile homicide!" 

The birthday girl was saddened, "I can't imagine a war between 
the water and the trees!" 


"| know! Right? But what neither party; neither Dendri-kin nor the 
Hydrophile knew, was that they were being set up. Both sides." 

“The Entangled Consortium?" 

“Correct, my tiny sapling, the Entangled ones could only exist 
physically on this world as the memory of another. Thus, they 
manifested as trees and water-nymphs, and caused much death, 
suffering and confusion. And of course... almost a war." 

Grandma appeared lost in reverie for a moment, until the birthday girl 
prompted, "How long ago was this?" 

“Thousands of cycles, dear, | was only 800 at the time." 

“How old are you now, Grandma?" 

"In the future, Know that it's not polite to ask another how many 
rings they have. But, since you are my grand-kin and so very you, | 
will let you know a secret: | am 15,614 cycles old." 

"Wooooocowwww!" 

Grandma smiled at her grand-daughter, "Little one, you've only 
just now turned 50 today, so you have a great many cycles ahead of 
you." 

The birthday girl squealed, "I'm so excited!" 

"Yes, of course, dear." 

"Finish the story!" 

"Yes, of course dear. Your party is starting soon, | know - so, the 
first incident occurred with the rhino. He was exploring, for he was 
young too, you see - and he came upon a tiny pond. A very young 
Hydrophile, just learning to take form and stand on two appendages. 
But the young pond had been targeted by a grove, and these tree 
people accused the pond of murder. The Dendri-kin were going to 
drink of the pond, thus absorbing the young Hydrophile and killing it. 


The rhino was angry. The rhinoceros had a horn, a very hard material - 
like rock - which grew from its head." 

"A ROCK?" 

"Well, it wasn't a rock exactly, like | said it was a horn. And the 
rhino charged and, wouldn't you know it - he beat that grove to a 
pulp! All to save one tiny little pond. Can you imagine?" 

"It sounds like a fairy tale!" 

Grandma grinned, "I know! But it happened - | was there! The 
green wizard was upset but forgave the bro, acknowledging it was the 
right thing to do at the moment. We must protect the weak from those 
that would take advantage. This fight, however, gave the green wizard 
the clue he needed to locate the Entangled Consortium. Next, the 
entangled ones tried another attempt to frame Dendri-kin for 
Hydrophile deaths - to what ultimate aim we never learned. This didn't 
work; as the green wizard called a meeting between the two species, 
with - for the first time and only time - a single entity delegated to 
speak for the whole." 

"What did they say at the meeting?" 

"| don't remember, honey, but it diverted a war - that was the 
important part. The lesson was that talking things through is always 
the preferred option to fighting things through..." 

Grand-Ma continued, "A peace was established, and knowing that 
there was a third-party interfering in the matter, it made it easier to 
set a trap. Someone decided they'd trick the entangled into revealing 
themselves, and then defeat them..." 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 60 


"The pink lady thought of the idea. It as the her whom 
hatched the plan. You see, the baker had a secret as well: he was from 
a different species altogether. A species made of silicone; a people of 
plastic - a race of rubber. Do you know what rubber is?” 

The birthday girl thought for a moment, “Aren't there rubber-tree 
Dendri-kin in the South Hemisphere?” 

“So you know what the baker could do, then?” 


“Don't tell that part yet, you'll give it away!” 

The tired Grandma smiled, “Okay, honey. So, the trap was set. It 
was darkened in the wood when the imitators came. They appeared 
first as tree-people and water-folk, but that was their power: they 
could manifest physically only as a memory of others. Strange, but 
this was their method of infiltration. 

The green wizard stood in the clearing at the center, and 
suddenly his enemies were upon him. They changed into their truer 
form: men. Men of different colors and backgrounds, but they were 
simply angry men. 

They dove upon the green wizard, must have been half-a-dozen 
of them. They tore and grabbed at the wizard, for you see, they 
wanted his power. | told you he came from the stars, part of a different 
culture - and he had the raw energy they needed to become solid; 
manifest physically permanently. 

Yet they were fooled, these entangled chameleons. For they did 
not know that they weren't attacking the green wizard. 

They were attacking the baker. 

His species, the Nestene as they were known, could change 
Shape. The Baker could adapt to any situation and he revealed his 
true self. 

The Entangled Consortium were wrathful, and they raged. But 
the rhino and the baker kept them at bay long enough for the green 
wizard to launch an attack from behind. 

The entangled never saw it coming...” 

Grandma paused briefly, then continued, “Dear child, have you 
ever seen the lightning?” 

The birthday girl nodded enthusiastically, “Oh, yes, it's very loud 


and scary.” 

Grandma said, “The green wizard could call down the lightning, 
they could say. Or maybe it came from his hands - the story changes - 
but he somehow turned these intruders, these entangled ones, into 
pure energy. 

The powerful green wizard drew all this electricity together into 
his palms, and his eyes flashed so brightly the forest was glowing. 

He ran into his seed pod, his strange green box, followed by the 
rhino, the baker and the pink lady. And they vanished...” 

Grandma shifted, the weight of her sapling having put one of her 
roots to sleep, “Our world never saw them again. We never got to say 
‘thank you’. But they left us with a lessons-” 

Interrupting a final time the birthday girl recited, as if mote - from 
memory, “The rhino was strong. The baker was adaptable. The green 
wizard was smart and the pink lady had a plan.” 

Grandma asked, “So what did we learn?” 

“We must be strong, we must be adaptable, we must be smart 
and we must always have a plan.” 

Grandma grinned wide and shuffled the little sapling from her 
lap, “Good job. Run along now little one and go enjoy you're 50" 
birthday party...” 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 61 


Intermittent lightning strikes collided against the 
turquoise pagoda as Purge careened through the schism between time 
and space. Inside, Nicholas Baker had grown two additional arms, so 
that four hands now frantically slid emerald levers and punched jade- 
hued buttons. 

Bro wobbled as he attempted to hold his rock dog in one arm, 
and keep himself steady with the other, "You... kind of suck at this!" 

"OY!" Nicholas snapped, "I said | lived in a TARDIS, | never said | 
knew how to fly the bloody thing!" 

Professor Green was clutching a sphere of violet energy, and it 
rhythmically pulsed purple hues as the time lord struggled to keep it 
under wraps. He was obviously straining under the effort, and 
BreeAnna commented, "I thought you had unlimited power?" 

"So does the Entangled Consortium!" he grunted, "I've 
transubstantiated their physical components into muon-neutrinos. But 
they're anti-matter. And if | don't keep them contained they'll interact 
with me and-" 

"Annihilate." BreeAnna gasped. 

The accidental Chron-Arch nodded in exertion, "| need to trap 
them in hydrogen." 

"Like a sun?" Bro offered. 

Nicholas, anxious to no longer be the pilot, agreed, "Sounds 
good! Plenty of stars around-" 

"No," Green interrupted, "Frozen. We need to crystallize their 
structure in the water form of hydrogen." 

"ICE?!" Nicholas Baker almost shrieked, "I have ICE at my 
goddamn bar, you bloody fool!" he struggled with the controls more as 


the time lord answered, "We need pure hydrogen - PURE ice. The 
purest ice we can find. And NOW!" 

"Great!" Nicholas yelled, "I'll just put in ‘purest ice in the whole 
friggin’ universe’ in the GPS here and see what happens!" 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 62 


EARTH. Antarctica. The year 2025. 


A viridian, thatched-roof pagoda phased in and out of existence 
as it plummeted from icy heavens. The moment it became solid, the 
time machine impacted the frost tundra, hurling snow in all directions. 

Professor Green fell to the ice, hurling violet lightning into the 
glacial continent. Bro, Nicholas and BreeAnna stepped outside to 
check on their protagonist, and bore witness to the entire icy 
landscape change color from purest white to strangest, black-light 
purple. It was now an eerie, off-putting, hallucinatory scene. 

The emerald-clad Chron-Arch stood, running his fingers through 
his sweat-soaked, sandy blonde hair, "Oh, this doesn't bode well..." 

BreeAnna placed both fists on her hips, "What the hell did you 
just do?" 

A tremor shook the purple ice, which evolved into a full-blown 
earthquake. Uglister, the rock dog was barking his mad little head off. 
“Should we," Bro began, and Professor Green finished, "GET INSIDE 
PURGE! NOW!" 

Little convincing needed due to the shaky, freaky terrain, Baker, 
Bro and BreeAnna bundled inside. 

Professor Green looked behind Purge and watched the entire 
continental shelf begin to rend and tear, opening up further away to 
reveal a gaping gorge the size of the Grand Canyon. 

Out of this hellish purple maw crept and creaked a horrifying 


monstrosity. First one appendage, then another and another and 
another appeared out of the crevasse, and the abominable beast 
pulled itself up from the violet darkness. It was already a thousand 
feet tall, still growing larger. Hundreds of stories wrenched themselves 
from the frozen purple darkness with a horrendous cacophony which 
sounded like two cruise-liners colliding at sea. 

Inside Purge, Nicholas Baker watched the crimson cloister alarm 
light begin to flash ominous red. The readout screen identified a near- 
country sized mass of dead whales coalescing with ancient oil tanker 
hulls, building a gargantuan cyber-zombie of oceanic corpses and 
forgotten naval vessels. 

“Mary Mother of Christ, save us all." Nicholas whispered. 

BreeAnna nervously twirled her pink pig-tails, "What the hell is 
happening?" 

Bro tapped a dial on the console, "Purge... what is that thing?" 

The command-line, green screen readout replied in one word, 
"WRECKONER" 

BreeAnna started to say, "I don't underst-" 

A collision impacted Purge and Nick switched to the observation 
screen. A tentacle from the skyscraper-sized Wreckoner had attached 
itself to Purge... and was now draining her energy to help power itself. 

"10% gone already! Shit, Purge - dematerialize!" 

Bro shook his head, his gigantic rhino paws sliding levers, "She 
can't - she won't leave the Professor." 

"Get his ass the hell back in here!" BreeAnna screamed. 

Outside, Professor Green watched the Wreckoner stand and leave 
the ice gorge. It was a titanic mass of rotting flesh and ancient sea 


wreckage, two arm-like structures emerged from its main trunk, 


Supported by four insect-like legs. A single appendage served as its 
‘head', and it was a tendril which wound in and out of the violet ice 
like a root, finally ending in a tangled, gnarled fist which ensnared and 
gripped Purge. 

The Professor could not get back inside, not without detaching 
that power-draining tentacle. 

The emerald-clad Chron-Arch's eyes flashed into eerie jade 
luminescence as his glowing fists began trying to de-tangle the 
Wreckoner's grasp. 

He muttered, "If you can hear me inside - get Ruckus - NOW!" He 
was running time in reverse over Purge, the rusted metal wiring 
slithered and slid backward as if the last few seconds were running 
counter-clockwise. 

Nicholas looked over at Bro, then to BreeAnna, "What or who the 
hell is 'Ruckus'?" 

Blank stares met his question. 

"Great." 

On-screen, Professor Green was getting the de-tangling done, so 
that perhaps at least he could get inside when arm the size of a 
building slammed down upon him. 

It raised and slammed down upon the unwitting Professor again, 
mercilessly crushing the time lord, grinding him down into violet ice. 

The arm ended in a crude, jagged metal fist which drug giant 
rusted fingers around Professor Green and wrenched him, along with a 
car-sized glacier, stories up into the air. BreeAnna gasped, reminded of 
the megalithic crane-claw machines and bulldozers she saw as a child. 

Outside the tendrils continued their choking grasp, even more 
tightly wound now, sucking power from Purge. 


“Power levels down 50%!" Nicholas shouted, "What the hell do 
we do?! What is 'RUCKUS'? RUCKUS PROTOCOL!" he finished. 

On the emerald control console, the 'crimson arm of time’ began 
to glow a suffused red. The time watch interfaced with Purge's 
communications readout. Suddenly the screen read, "Initiating 
Contact..." 

The rotting flesh and rusted steel of the Wreckoner's fist 
suddenly exploded in a brilliant green flash, incinerating almost the 
entire arm instantly. 

Professor Green's tiny form could be seen, slightly glowing, as it 
plummeted back to the purple ice shelf. 

BreeAnna sighed, "Oh- thank the heavens-" 


Another arm violently slammed down onto the glowing green 
time lord, the Wreckoner moving forward in its onslaught. This other 
appendage ground down on Professor Green, pummeling him into the 
violet snow relentlessly. 

The crew were stunned as the Wreckoner withdrew the still body 
of the Chron-Arch, and flung it through the atmosphere. Professor 
Green became a tiny point, and then nothing as he was hurled away 
into infinite darkness. 

BreeAnna screamed, "PROFESSOR!" 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 63 


“Power levels at 25%!" Nick's four arms swept madly 
across the emerald control console, trying to route auxiliary power. 
The holographic screen crackled once more with green readout, 
"Tracking lock established." 

Abruptly the hologram changed, and now a young mercurian 
appeared, "Hello? Nicholas?" 

He glanced up in surprise, "D3?" 

Dawn Roth-landers the Third was in the middle of dressing as a 


Christmas elf, "We, like, literally just left your pad, dude, wassup?" 

From D3's point of view, the communication was coming in 
through the man in red's temporal wrist device and Nicholas looked 
absolutely tiny as he uttered, ""Know anything about a 'Ruckus'?" 

She replied, "Sure - the RAPIDs collective. What about him?" 
Sparks cascaded wildly in a small explosion on the turquoise 
podium as Bro answered hurriedly, "We really could use some back-up 

here." 

"Is that a damn RHINO?" 

Nicholas interrupted the young Mercurian, "D3, | Know it seems 
rude but | don't have time to bloody well gab here. I've got power 
levels down to 17% and-" 

D3 rolled here eyes, "Seven hells, okay Mr. Pushy-pants! Jeez-" 
she typed co-ordinates on her version of the ‘crimson arm of time’. 

From behind her emerged an elderly naval war-horse, similarly 
dressed as Santa Clause, "Oy, lass, this new man in red wants to rob a 
bloody bank! Can you believe the daft git? D'you think these soddin' 
guns are actually LOADED?" 

The screen went blank as Purge shook violently, and BreeAnna 
had to clutch the emerald lectern for dear life, "Oh my God | hope that 
did something..." 

Bro hazarded a glance at the bio-metrics displays, "I'm reading a 
three-heartbeat life form, a mile and a half away!" 

"Holy shit!" BreeAnna wanted to hug the young Judoon, "That 
means Professor Green's alright!" 

The rhino looked at her, "That's not what | said-" He let down his 
incessantly yapping silicone canine. 

“Both of you, shut it-" Nicholas shouted, "Power levels down to 


9% - we lose the outer plasmic shell and we are GODDAMN SITTING 
DUCKS!" 
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They could hear the impact coming long before it occurred. 


Sonic 'boom's echoed through the murky clouds before a titanic 


figure emerged and parted the dark heavens in rippling waves. 

The Wreckoner was constructed of megalithic oil tankers and 
whale carcasses, rusted out submarines and shark cadavers. It was 
absolutely titanic in its monstrous size, matched only by its revolting, 
nauseating appearance. 

But it was distracted, determined to suck every little tiny bit of 
life-force from the microscopic green power cell that seemed an ant in 
comparison. 

The Wreckoner didn't see Ruckus coming. 

A gargantuan silver knight collided with the towering leviathan 
and the impact was so severe it caused yet another cascading 
earthquake. 

The sky-scraper sized titans crushed the permafrost with every 
slamming, city-bus sized foot that impacted the violet ice. 

Inside, the time travelers were shaken and left in the dark. But it 
was only moments before emergency backups restored dark crimson 
flashing lights - indicating the IEOTARDIS was already on the mend. 

Nicholas confirmed this, as he slid levers on the green instrument 
panel, "Power levels are already nearing 66%, whatever the hell that 
big robot is, it tore off that bloody friggin’ tendril-" 

Suddenly Purge dematerialized. 
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Purge reappeared a mile and a half away, and BreeAnna 
threw her arms around Professor Green. 

The time lord had regained consciousness, calling his precious 
IEOTARDIS and its crew back to him. He was pulsating a dark emerald 
hue, his eyes still glowing that faint jade green. 

"You okay, Doc?" BreeAnna asked. 

The Chron-Arch entered his time machine. The instant his foot 
touched down on the industrial green grated floor, all power was 
restored. 

Nicholas was taken aback, "You'll hafta show me that trick 
someday-" 

Professor Green strode to the emerald console angrily, 
“Entangled Consortium manifested as a Wreckoner. Set up a trap and | 
fell right for it." he slapped a dial, "Damnit I'm getting old!" 

BreeAnna gazed at the glowing green time lord, "You okay?" 

Professor Green sighed, and folded his arms, "I could've taken 
him... Sonovabitch Wreckoner sucker-punched me!" 
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"Crazy, eh?" Bro asked. 


BreeAnna gazed at the screen. She watched the titanic tussle in 
the distance, as two city-sized behemoths tore each other apart. "It's 
strange how, when you get close to something that big... you can 
barely see anything at all." 

"I've always felt that way about the Universe." Professor Green 
replied. 

The rhinoceros looked at the both of them, "I have no idea what 
you're talkin’ about." 

"Oh my GOD!" Nicholas shouted. He watched Ruckus tear an 
entire limb from the Wreckoner, sending the appendage sailing into 
the murky sky. The Wreckoner's arm impacted with a splash so 
tremendous it appeared as if a building had collapsed into the ocean. 

Professor Green was up to his old tricks, tapping turquoise 
buttons on jade instrument panels and suddenly the exterior of Purge 
lit up. 

Purge's viridian glow grew in intensity, pushing out tremendous 
cascades of bright green light, slowly replacing the eerie, sick purple 
shades in the ice. 

“The Entangled Consortium have always wanted Purge's Artron 
energy. They know it's the only way they can permanently manifest 
physical form..." the emerald-clad Chron-Arch explained to the crew 
while they watched, transfixed. 


On-screen, Antarctica slowly morphed outward from violet 
permafrost to green ice, as the Wreckoner was obviously weakening, 
“They thought they could simply over-power me here. I've been 
around long enough to call in a few favors. Despite having all my 
memories, they didn't count on that." 

Nicholas tilted his head, "Well, | mean - they did have you on the 
ropes. You gave it up pretty quick." 

"Yes | 'gave it up', Nicholas. Because I'm a high-school girl at 
Prom!" 

The bar owner raised all four hands in defense, grinning 
sheepishly. 

"Seven Hells!" Bro stared at the screen, excited, "That big robot 
dude is whooping that cyber-zombie's ASS!" 

Indeed, the hazy holographic display showed a battle that was 
more prize-fighter versus... well, versus a clumsy, fat drunk. 

The Wreckoner was not built for combat nor speed, it was only 
created for sheer indomitable power - and haphazardly at that. Ruckus 
had torn off two of it's train-length arms, leaving them fairly equal. 

Except that they weren't. 

The Wreckoner swung slow and uncoordinated, missing nearly 
every attempt at a strike. 

Ruckus was pounding into the megalithic monstrosity with 
ferocious force and surprising speed. Every diesel-sized fist of Ruckus 
landed with such tremendous impact that entire sections of the 
Wreckoner - old ships, decayed sperm whales, skeletons of oil rigs - 
fell thunderously to the glowing green ice. 

Another excoriating, devastating uppercut and Ruckus's fist 
nearly tore the Wreckoner in half. 


“That's my boy-" Professor Green nodded with a smile, "Time to 
lend a hand and end this nonsense." 
"Awww," Bro lamented, "But the big-ass robot monster fight..." 
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"I don't really get why we had to come to Earth...again." 
BreeAnna absently twirled a pink ponytail. 

Nicholas Baker agreed, "Why 2025?" 

Professor Green peered at the screen which clearly showed 
Ruckus deliver a solid left knee to the Wreckoner, doubling it over. The 
gargantuan silver collective then slammed down a right elbow, 
Snapping the 5,000 foot long rusted metal girder which served as the 
cyber-zombie's spine. 

“That'll do," the time lord piloted Purge up from the glowing 
green Antarctic ice as he answered, "2025 in Antarctica was a unique 
year due to Global Climate Change. The outer-most permafrost 
melted, revealing continental ice which hadn't been exposed to air in 
over five million years." 

“The purest ice in the universe." BreeAnna finished the thought. 


As Purge sped toward the towering silver knight Professor Green 
smiled, "The Entangled Consortium are basically energy vampires. 
Back on the forest planet, | managed to contain them but | knew | 
couldn't hold their kinetic molecules forever. | needed a physical 
catalyst-" 

Nicholas interjected, "So you decided to let them infect an entire 
continent?!" 

The emerald clad Chron-Arch raised his eyebrows far over his 
glasses, leering at the wayward tavern owner, "I'm sorry, did | hear a 
‘thank you' for saving your rubbery hide? Regardless, the Entangled 
Consortium trans-substantiating into a Wreckoner was an unforeseen 
outcome." 

Bro raised a paw, "I understood like... 20% of that." 

Purge hovered over the writhing, massive form of the beaten 
Wreckoner. Professor Green engaged a traction beam and pure jade 
light enveloped then wrenched the Wreckoner from the eons-old ice 
Shelf. 

Ruckus exploded upward into the atmosphere, awaiting the 
makeshift tow. 

The viridian pagoda pulled the Wreckoner upward through the 
tarnished clouds, and lightning bolts of amber and burgundy and teal 
struck the rotten beast as it struggled against the inevitable. 

Up they went, through the stratosphere and past the full moon. 
Purge towed the Wreckoner ever faster now that she was in 
empty space, approaching demi-light speed as she suddenly blasted 

toward the sun. 

The immense, unfathomably large form of silver Ruckus awaited 
in orbit around the sun, glinting gold in the firelight of Earth's star. 


Professor Green released the lock and the twisting, thrashing, 
fighting Wreckoner was let loose into empty space. 

But not for long. 

Ruckus stomp-kicked the abominable, titanic monstrosity straight 
into the heart of the burning sun. 
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The Entangled Consortium's Wreckoner exploded upon 
impact with the sun, creating a chain reaction which resulted in a 
brilliant solar flare. 

Ruckus' megalithic silver form reflected the brilliant amber and 
orange blast. He received a message from Purge, the tiny time 
machine hung next to him, seemingly a toy compared to his titanic 


size. 

“Thanks for the assist." 

Inside, Professor Green stood at the console as he heard the 
voice of a million nano-technological explorers. They replied in their 
hive-mind, "You owe us one." 

"My boy, | do believe it's the other way around." 

“That makes no sense." the million voices replied. Suddenly 
Ruckus morphed into a sphere, which charged a luminous blue before 
suddenly vanishing into the depths of deep space. 

BreeAnna finally felt like she could breathe again, "Some of the 
craziest shit | have ever seen in my entire life!" 

Nicholas smiled, "Right?" he thumbed the accidental Chron-Arch, 
"This fella's never short of enemies for some reason." 

Professor Green almost appeared sheepish, "How can one simple 
Traveller have such a Villain's gallery?" 

Bro broke into the reverie, "Speaking of ‘Travellers’: I'm," he 
hesitated a moment before continuing, "I'm being recalled to the 
Shadow Proclamation..." the young Judoon indicated this by showing 
all of them a special flashing communicator. 

The time lord shook his head, "Seems rather sudden!" 

Bro appeared older in that moment, more mature to Professor 
Green when he shook his head and answered, "Active Engagement. All 
hands needed - I've been promoted to Lieutenant!" 

The pink-haired hostage hugged the rhinoceros finally; as she 
had been wanting to do since the day she met Bro. 

Uglister, the mineral animal yapped happily as Bro picked him up 
and turned to face his friends for the last time. BreeAnna wiped away 
a singled tear and Nicholas shook his paw, "You've got a good heart 


and you're a helluva fighter! Good luck." 

Finally, Professor Green placed both hands on Bro's massive 
shoulders, "You'll be great out there, son. Keep an eye on Saber for 
me..." 

Bro placed his right hand on his chest, "The motto of my family 
has lasted for generations: 'Steel to bend, Wheels to wear down, Fear 
no man, Die with guts: full of bright light and sound'." 

The Shadow Proclamation recalled their new lieutenant with a 
flash of brilliance... 

Bro and rock dog were gone. 
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“I'm going to miss him." BreeAnna muttered. Professor 


Green nodded, "As will 1, BreeAnna, as will I..." 

Nicholas Baker cleared his throat, "So - uh, | guess you'll want to 
be takin' me back to my tavern now." 

"Nonsense!" Professor Green grinned, "C'mon, Mr. Baker. Let's 
take you out for a jaunt around the cosmos before we drop you back 
off at boring old Earth." 

The wayward bar-owner sighed, "Alright, alright. But I'm tellin’ 
you - | need to get back to the tavern soon." 

BreeAnna patted his shoulder, "No worries dude! | left a note, we 
are all square!" 


Rye Monroe awoke with a start. He had had some uncomfortable 
dreams, nightmares really, about being left to tend bar all by himself. 
Angry customers, never-ending orders, dishes going unwashed... 

He shook his head and sighed. 

Rye got up, brushed his teeth, got dressed and grinned in the 
bathroom mirror once before traipsing down the stairway which led to 
his tavern. 

At the kitchen threshold, he could hear a gigantic crowd outside. 
He wondered where Nick was, why a packed house would be so unruly. 

Then, he saw the note. 

Scrawled in chicken scratch was the information written by 
BreeAnna, and the garbled note read: 


‘Rye, 
L8r! 


-Nickel Ass' 


Rye Monroe gazed out in horror when he opened the kitchen door 
to find a packed, angry bar with no bartender, "Oh, Nicholas you are 
currently SHITTING me-" 

Suddenly the patrons noticed him, "Hey, gimme a pint!", 

"'Scuse me, how about a house salad?", "Where is the 
bathroom?", "D'you have rooms for rent upstairs?", "I'll have a 
whiskey! ‘Bout time!" and so on. 

Rye stared up to the heavens, "NOOOQQOQOQOQOQOOOOOOO!" 
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Earth. England. 1933. 


At the estate of Cottonwood Gable, Sir Tennyson angrily slammed 
down the receiver to his telephoning device. Blasted thing was bloody 
well useless, wannit? If he wanted to dial the standard 4 digits to 
connect with someone, his chubby fingers had to try the rotary dialing 
mechanism a rather unsightly 8 times before he could complete a call. 

Waste of time, Tennyson thought privately, bloody useless 
telephoning system is nothing more than a fad anyway. Who wants to 
be able to talk to someone instantly? 

Tennyson thought it made more sense to communicate via 
letters, that way one party was able to articulate their ideas and 
express them eloquently as if giving a speech. And, likewise, the other 
party was given sufficient time to muster their thoughts or counter- 
arguments. 

So much more civilized. 

Dervish, the estate handler, strode into the private study to see 
Sir Tennyson struggling yet again with the new telephony box, “All well 
and good, sir?” 

Tennyson turned, “NO. No it is not, Dervish | simply refuse to 
believe that this is how people communicate nowadays!” 

Dervish sighed, “Indeed.” 

“And I'll tell you another thing-” 

“-Oh, of course sir.” 

The house chimes rang, indicating that they had guests at the 
front door. As this was unexpected, Tennyson's curiosity was piqued 
and he followed his estate handler to the front door. 


A man stood in a checkered suit, with matching checkered tie 
and a bizarre checkered derby. Next to him stood a very attractive 
young lady with raven black hair, dressed in a black p-coat with a 
black stocking cap. 

“Can | help you?” Dervish asked. 

The strange man grinned, “Hi! I'm the Van Guard, and this is Kat! 
We're travelers...” 
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Earth. England. 2033. 


At the estate of Cottonwood Gable, Sir Tennyson angrily flung yet 
another plastic LED transceiver into the fireplace. The WIHI-25G signal 
device crackled and popped sadly in the flames. 

Waste of time, Tennyson thought privately, bloody useless 3D 
holographic interface is nothing more than a fad anyway. Who wants 
to be able to talk to someone instantly? Like you're in their damn 
living room? 

Tennyson thought it made more sense to communicate via email, 
that way one party was able to articulate their ideas and express them 
eloquently as if talking directly. And, likewise, the other party was 
given sufficient time to muster their thoughts or counter-arguments. 

So much more civilized, email. 

Dervish, the estate handler, strode into the private study to see 
Sir Tennyson struggling yet again with the new 'Zoom-3D holo-meet 
Suite (patent pending)' interface units, “All well and good, sir?” 

Tennyson turned, “NO. No it is not, Dervish | simply refuse to 
believe that this is how people communicate nowadays!” 

Dervish sighed, “Indeed.” 

“And I'll tell you another thing-” 

“-Oh, of course sir.” 

The house chimes rang, indicating that they had guests at the 


front door. As this was expected, Tennyson's curiosity wasn't piqued 
but he followed his estate handler to the front door anyway. 

A man stood in a green suit, with a matching green tie and green 
fedora. Next to him stood a cute young Asian woman completely in 
pink, with corresponding pink pig-tails and lipstick. 

“Can | help you?” Dervish asked. 

The strange man grinned, “Hi! I'm the Professor, and this is 
BreeAnna! We're Travellers...” 
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“You must be bloody well out of your mind!” Nicholas Baker 
was upset, "Earth? Again? | thought we'd damn-well go wandering the 
cosmos..." he glanced out the window to the British countryside, 
“Think | can see Sycamore Downs from this very spot." 

Professor Green nodded patiently, and when the misplaced bar 
owner had paused for comment, Professor Green started, "Would- 

"-| could WALK home!" 

“Would you please lower your voice?" Professor Green held up a 
hand. 

BreeAnna offered, "Place is dullsville, man." 

Nicholas continued, "Over a week we've been here in the middle 
of nowhere, and I've seen neither hide nor tail of this stranded prince 
of the Universe you keep rambling on about-" 

The emerald-clad Chron-Arch tapped his jade, exclamation-mark 
umbrella-cane to get attention, "Trapped Time Lord! | have made 
mention to that effect over a dozen times in the last nine days! Are 
your rubber ears incapable of interpreting common sounds?" 

The young lady in pink pointed, gathering both of their 
attentions. 

Professor Green and Nicholas turned to find Dervish had been 
standing silent, listening patiently the entire time. 


The caretaker cleared his throat, "Dinner is served." 
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“Purge received a distress beacon originating from this 
establishment," Professor Green was communicating telepathically to 
Nicholas Baker now as the trio of time travelers strode silently behind 
their odd host, Dervish 

"Something is off with this Tennyson and I'm going to get down to 
the bottom of it." 

Nick abruptly turned, faced the Professor, and shouted, "Would 
you shut the hell up already." 

This, of course, stopped the quartet in its tracks. 

Dervish turned, surprised at the outburst, "Nobody was saying 
anything..." 

A moment of silence crept by awkwardly before the group 
resumed its sojourn down the long hallway. 

Dervish remarked, "And, did Monsieurs and Madame have any 
notion as to their departure date?" 

BreeAnna placed a snarky smile on her face, as she had not 
missed the polite rudeness of the question, "As soon as possible. Isn't 
it the saying that hosts outstay their welcome, like fish, after five 
days?" 


"It's '3 days'," Dervish opened the door to the dining room, "and 
‘Guests', Madame." his smile was like a glacier: ninety percent 
remained under the surface. 

During the course of the recently-past week or so, these dinners 
had been court to questions by BreeAnna and Nicholas about the 
mysterious 'ghost' sightings which had made Cottonwood Gable so 
famous. 

Discretionary measures were deployed so often by Dervish and 
Tennyson that after three days, the cute Asian girl and the British 
barkeep gave up trying. 

Not to mention - they hadn't seen anything, despite Professor 
Green's insistence that he ‘felt something anachronistic’ - whatever 
that meant. 

This evening, much like the prior evenings, ended up in Tennyson 
waxing philosophical about politics - he reiterated his desire to see the 
labour movement's pro-worker agenda quashed in parliament (‘Can't 
have these rummy laury's coddled, by Jove!') 

At this point the writer and narrator will soare you kind readers 
and listeners the ad nauseum, awkward and infinitely boring dinner 
conversation. 

Nicholas nearly fell asleep in his mashed potatoes. 

BreeAnna was bored to tears that dripped into her eel pie. 

Let's focus now instead on the tricky and resourceful Professor 
Green. 

The clever Chron-Arch left an illusion of himself at the table, 
deciding to wander the premises freely, and the dinner guests were 
none the wiser. 

Professor Green had conducted his preliminary investigation 


throughout the week, allowing himself access to the guest rooms, the 
library, the commissary, the greenhouse, the aviary, Dervish's butler 
cottage and finally... 

... fennyson's Master Quarters. 

He entered. 

On this particular night, during an oncoming storm where the 
electricity rises through the air so much is charges your very soul, 
Professor Green found the artifact and the answers. 

The artifact in question was of an unearthly alloy, yet simple and 
silver, designed in the shape of a sideways figure '8'... the sign for 
infinity. 

Imperator of the High Lords. 

Professor Green's eyes flashed emerald luminescence as 
lightning touched down outside. 

And he knew everything... 
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eS OF THECHRON/IRCH 


Earth. England. 1933. 


“(My Goodness - is that the new Model-T?" Tennyson eyed 
the cherry-red 1955 Buick convertible, "Rather obtuse and bulky, I'd 
venture." he placed his monocle back in his pocket. 

Tennyson circled the vehicle once, nodding, "I've never heard of 
A-T-E-V. Is this a company or a new Ford design?" 

The Van Guard grinned abnormally widely, "YES! Experimental 
prototype. A-lateral Temporal Entanglement Vehicle." 

Kat whispered, "I thought you said the ATEV would BLEND?" 

The stranded High Lord in the checkered suit whispered back, "So 
we're twenty-two years early - | was in a hurry, okay!" 

"Ahem!" Dervish cleared his throat. 

Tennyson sighed, "Well, let's welcome you on in. Have a spot of 
Cuppa." 

Again, the High Lord in the eye-watering checker outfit was 
grinning like a lunatic when he held out a hand for his sidekick, Kat. 

She shook her head, "You have GOT to learn to act more human, 
dude." 

Dervish held the door for the extremely odd pair of strangers and 
politely smiled as they passed the threshold. Van Guard and Kat 
continued their conversation with Tennyson down the long corridor. As 
Dervish was about to close and lock the premises he heard a distinct, 
metallic 'clank’. 

He looked down. 

It was a Strange, steel curiosity in the shape of the numeral '8’. 
How bizarre! 


Thinking it was some antique trinket which Tennyson had 


absently dropped, Dervish dutifully took it back to Tennyson's 
quarters. 
And went about his day. 
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The Van Guard was a graduate of the Patrexis Guild of High 
Lords. In his fifth life at the age of 800, he was there the day the 
Panopticon was attacked by a full-on assault perpetrated not only the 


Daleks, but also the Rutons, the Movellans, the Cyber-men and the 
Zygons as well. 

He illegally obtained access to the Time Lord War Room, and 
found all the weapons gone. Vanished. The imperial guard had beaten 
him to the punch. The only thing left was a simple figure '8' sigil 
forged from TARDINIUM, an ever-lasting Gallifreyen metal alloy. It was 
glowing slightly as he picked it up from the floor, where it had been 
dropped and left discarded like a forgotten toy. 

Van Guard postulated that perhaps this was a personal power 
Shield of some sort, or maybe a weapon. 

It was something. Maybe something was all he needed to 
evacuate from the hellish landscape of war surrounding him. 

Desperate to avoid a conflict he didn't ask for, the Van Guard 
hopped into a temporal vehicle. It was created and used precisely 
once, and Van Guard had no idea it was a failed experiment at the 
time. 

The ATEV was not a TARDIS, not even close. 


An A-lateral Temporal Entanglement Vehicle sorted through 
various quantum realities to pick an alternate universe where its pilot 
already existed in whatever year they wished to be their destination. 

It was migraine-inducing to think about the mathematics behind 
the vehicle, and indeed migraine-inducing to use it. 

But the Van Guard escaped that day. 

He landed in the middle of a museum at night. 

The Van Guard's clownishly large 1955 Buick ATEV stood out like 
a sore thumb, phasing into existence in the shadows of a large T-Rex 
that towered above it. 

"Okay," Van Guard noted, "Not the Shadow Proclamation. Wow. 
Really need to work on the navigation-" 

His super-human senses picked up someone barely breathing, 
barely moving, trying not to draw attention. 

And that someone was right... 

.. above... 

Aim, 

Van Guard looked up to see a cat-burglar dangling not 5 feet 
above his head. 

He waved politely, "Hi! I'm looking for the Shadow Procla-" 

A young woman's voice barked at him, muffled, from behind a 
black ski mask, "What the hell are you doing here?!" 

"Excuse me?" 

The mask came off to reveal an athletic, extremely attractive 
young lady, "Who are you and what the hell are you doing here? 
You're gonna blow my snatch!" 


The Van Guard laughed around the dinner table, "And boy | tell 
you: ‘blowing her snatch' was NOT what | thought it meant!" 

The extremely awkward High Lord expected laughs as he glanced 
around the table. Kat was rolling her eyes, she knew the damn story - 
she was there! 

Tennyson stared at Van Guard blankly. 

Dervish, standing near the doorway, raised an eyebrow. After a 
moment of uncomfortable silence, Dervish began to clear the plates, 
“Thank you, Mr. Van Guard, for that enchanting tale of attempted 
robbery." 

"Yes, quite. That'll do." Tennyson coughed and stood, "The 
pleasure of your company has been..." he struggled for words then 
gave up, "...yyyyyYes. Good night, all." 

Tennyson didn't pay attention to what his annoying guests then 
did, as he was tired, and the rooms were rented and he was paid and 
that's all that mattered. 

Upstairs in his private chamber, Tennyson sipped brandy and 
smoked a cigar as he stared at a strange decoration on his 
mantelpiece. A steel figure '8'. 

Now where did that come from? 


The instant the tip of his finger touched the device- 
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And everything worked out as it was meant to. 

Or, so it seemed. 

From Tennyson's point of view, as long as he wore the ancient 
glyph at night, everything else fell into place. 

His health, and Dervish's for that matter, were never poor. He 
and his butler never seemed to age. Every stock buy ended up a 
winning streak. Every investment had a return. 

In fact, the only side effect at all was that the Van Guard and his 
nosy companion Kat seemed to have vanished overnight. 

And that was hardly a negative side-effect. 

From the night the Van Guard first arrived on March 3, 1933 and 
Tennyson mistakenly got hold of the High Lord device, unbeknownst to 
Tennyson, the Van Guard and Kat became trapped. 

Entangled. 

Once a year, every year, on March 3 at dusk could be seen the 


‘ghosts’. These 'ghosts' as they were viewed, were the potential 
energy vacuum left behind by the two trapped time travelers. 

Tennyson was oblivious to all of this, of course. He thought it was 
God's divine plan that he never aged, never lost money, his property 
continued to skyrocket in value. 

He never attributed the strange happenings to the otherworldly 
device. 

Suddenly, it was 100 years later, and Tennyson never seemed to 
notice... 


Professor Green removed himself from the memories of others. 
He looked about, finding himself still standing in Tennyson's room. The 
entire kinetic reading had taken less than a second. and he placed the 
High Lord symbol back upon Tennyson's shelf. 

Nothing left for it but to wait. 

The emerald clad Chron-Arch strode to the rain-pummeled 
window, staring at the storm outside. 

March 3, 2033. 

The time lord didn't have to wait long. 

Soon, through pouring rain and pounding thunder, two forms 
Slowly manifested from ambient light into seemingly humanoid shape. 
Even to the fearless High Lord, the sight was truly abnormal and 
nerve-wracking. He pondered his next move as he stared down at the 
stranded specters, trapped in time. 

One of them waved... 
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Downstairs, Nicholas Baker and BreeAnna Bytheway 
were bearing witness to the bizarre phenomenon as well. The huge 
bay window showed the lightning field outside, and the two 
shimmering silver shadows, wandering around as ff... 

“They don't look like ghosts," BreeAnna noted, "They look like 
lost tourists." 

Nicholas Baker glanced at her, nodded, and continued staring out 
at the specters, "Least now we know why the hell the Professor 
brought us here. 

Dervish was in the kitchen cleaning up after dinner, this was his 
excuse for having no part of the nonsense. 


Upstairs, Tennyson started to enter his quarters to find the 


unwelcome High Lord in the viridian fedora holding his figure '8'. 

“Unhand my property this instant!" Tennyson ordered, "These are 
my personal quarters! You step over your boundaries, sir!" 

Professor Green turned, stared at him, "Yet this isn't your 
property, is it? It doesn't belong to you. You have accepted the 
benefits without acknowledging the costs - to others. That changes. 
Tonight." 

Tennyson withdrew the pistol the Professor knew he was carrying, 
and aimed it at the accidental time lord. 
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Tennyson held out his hand, "You realize, of course, you've 
forfeited your deposit. Come now, give it up." 

Professor Green stepped forward with the glyph firmly clutched in 
his grasp, "This is not meant for you. You don't get everlasting life and 
prosperity - it's not the natural order." 

"Sir," Tennyson cocked the small-caliber pistol, "Il implore you." 

The time lord wouldn't relent and pressed onward, closing in on 
Tennyson. 


"Very well, then, have at thee!" Tennyson pulled the trigger. 


The bullet dissolved into a puff of green smoke as it touched the 
glowing green Chron-Arch. 

Tennyson looked at the barrel of his pistol, then fired once more. 

A similar jade curl of smoke emanated from Professor Green's 
forehead, but otherwise the stranger was unharmed. 

Suddenly, the time lord was upon him, grasping Tennyson by the 
throat and hoisting the man up into the air. Tennyson emptied the 
weapon into the alien's midsection but, to his horror, these remaining 
bullets evaporated as well. 

Nick and BreeAnna ran up the stairs and burst through 
Tennyson's door. 

Nicholas shouted, "What the hell is going on?" 

BreeAnna stared at Professor Green, "What are you doing?" 

The Chron-Arch glanced at his companions as if nothing was 
amiss, "Oh, apologies all, | need to perform a temporal exorcism. 
Won't take but a jiff..." 

Professor Green smiled and his eyes were glowing emerald as 
lightning struck outside. 
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"Wait," BreeAnna implored, "What now?" 


Professor Green held Tennyson in one hand and the time lord 
glyph in the other. He didn't answer, his eyes pouring forth teal energy 
as suddenly Tennyson began to change and morph and undulate. 

First, he exploded into a blast of white brilliance, leaving a man in 


a white suit struggling against Professor Green. The time lord gripped 
tighter and the changeling became Mr. Blue, then the man in red... 

"| see-" Nicholas almost whispered. 

BreeAnna turned to him, "I don't!" 

"Tennyson," Nick said, "Became possessed by one of the 
Entangled Consortium." 

Lightning, both inside and outside the room, became more 
intense. Wind whipped wildly about, and BreeAnna and Nicholas could 
barely see what was happening over the chaos. 

For several intense moments, BreeAnna could only concentrate 
on her heartbeat. The light was so bright it had its own sound... 

Then, it was over. 

Tennyson collapsed in a heap on the floor, his desiccated corpse 
little more than a tired skin husk. 

It was quiet, once more. Nicholas and BreeAnna stared down at 
the century-old cadaver in shock and dismay. Professor Green sighed, 
"Won't be long now." 

"What?" Nick asked. 

The emerald-clad Chron-Arch held up the figure '8' time lord 
device, and the glyph began to vanish before their eyes. It was 
disappearing into dust as Professor Green noted, "This is an ancient 
High Lord 'reset' button for lack of a better term. | guess explaining it 
won't matter... you're not going to remember this anyway!" 

The time lord smiled as everything before Nick and BreeAnna's 
eyes then began to vanish as well... 

Then, they were gone. 

And then everything was gone. 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 80 


Earth. England. 1933. 


At the estate of Cottonwood Gable, Sir Tennyson angrily slammed 


down the receiver to his telephoning device. Blasted thing was bloody 
well useless, wannit? 

Dervish, the estate handler, strode into the private study to see 
Sir Tennyson struggling yet again with the new telephony box, “All well 
and good, sir?” 

Tennyson turned, “NO. No it is not, Dervish | simply refuse to 
believe that this is how people communicate nowadays!” 

Dervish sighed, “Indeed.” 

“And I'll tell you another thing-” 

“-Oh, of course sir.” 

The house chimes rang, indicating that they had guests. As this 
was unexpected, Tennyson's curiosity was piqued and he followed his 
estate handler to the front door. 

But as they looked outside, they saw a man in a checkered suit 
with a matching checkered derby hop into a very large, very red 
automobile. Next to him sat a very attractive young lady with raven 
black hair. 

“Can | help you?” Dervish asked. 

The strange man grinned, “Sorry, no! | believe | have the wrong 
address. We're just passing through...” 
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In the Galaxy cluster of Sigmas Omicron Beta - the 
inhabitants were appalled as the looming shadow crept across the sky. 
They were naturally terrified when they thought it was the end of their 
world as heralded by their prophets. 

They were right. 

It started with catastrophic global tidal waves due to increased 
magnetic activity. geothermic explosions rocked the outer core of the 
planet, and the surface began to collapse. 

There were screams of anger and terror as the two and a half 
billion population planet began to disintegrate at an atomic level. 

The process was excruciating for the entirety of the five hours it 
took to occur. After the devastation, the atomized planet became 
energy which was gathered in an accretion disk around a sphere, a 
planetoid-size shaped mass of the dead. 

A Dead-world. 

The Wrathager. 
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A Conroukary class armada was blasting through the empty 
void of endless space when they collided with an almost invisible 
planet. They sent out a single distress call, although the main portion 
of the fleet was destroyed. Twelve days later, it was reported that a 
titanic planet sized mass had invaded Sontaron space. 

18 heavy battle cruisers were incinerated with little to know 
explanation. There appeared to be no enemy behind this, nor motive. 

Never the less, catastrophic phenomenon spread through the 
rest of the quadrant. A similar incident occurred to a Movellan refugee 
vessel - a Space frigate watched the occurrence happen. and filmed it, 
sending the relayed images to a distress beacon. 

This signal was amplified and blared out at almost the speed of 
light, to any interested listeners... 

Anybody? 

Anywhere? 

Help? 

The call was received by the Shadow Proclamation... 
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Rock dog, a mineral animal known as to its friends as 
‘Uglister', was yapping his brains out - much to the annoyance of Lt. 
Bro. Rock dog was approaching 600 years which was middle age for a 
Silicone canine. This meant the puppy was irritable, sleepy, less 
playful and used the bathroom more. Bro eventually placed Uglister 
on the ground as his two sergeants at arms handed him the file report. 

Bro glanced through the information markup, “Are these casualty 
reports accurate?” 

The Shadow Proclamation rhinos nodded. 

“How is this thing propelling itself? There's no obvious means of 
velocity." 

The rhino to the left of Bro, Sgt Ko, nodded, "We're not sure. 
perhaps its some sore of kinetic resonance, or maybe it's simply 
attracted via super-gravity or dark energy to the next super cluster" 

Bro grunted, "Makes sense; inertia amplified by the charged 
vacuum of space. Do we know where it's headed next?" 

The other rhino, Sgt Mo, shook his head, "No, Bro." 

Bro grimaced, 'So.... the Movellans, the Sontarons, looks like 
Rutons, Zygons... all these enemies of the Shadow Proclamation 
destroyed." 

"Correct" replied Ko, "And also a contingency of headless monks 
and allegiant Silence. Their numbers were decimated as well." 

Bro sat back and looked over at rock dog. He'd been at his post 
for a couple of years and never expected to have to deal with the 


Traveller again. But he smiled to himself privately as he pressed the 


comm-link button. 
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The golden sands of Titan. The year 2727. 


A simple but worn and slightly battered green Asian tool-shed sat 
facing the beautiful violet and crimson cloud-front. the green water - 
full of algae and extra salty, lapped up through the tide to the beach. 

Bro visibly appeared inside of Purge on a gray static-ridden 
holoscreeen, "Hello?" he heard nothing but jazz music. Three was 
nobody on board Purge. 

“Hello? Mr. Green? Man in red? I'd even take the violet stranger, 
hello?" ...more jazz music wafted in from the beach. 

On said beach were two travelers, one in a pink bikini, and one 
sported a pair of bright neon lime colored swimming shorts. He was 
stretched out, enjoying the sounds of the ocean and the music of the 
jazz as his pink companion turned to face him, “You're a big jazz fan, 
eh?" 

Professor green nodded slightly, "| prefer mo-town but the native 
inhabitants of titan have created their own version of jazz which | find 
quite soothing." BreeAnna replaced her pink sunglasses and 
turned to face the tide, "Tell me about time lord tunes - the music of 
the Gallifreyens." 

The time lord placed his jade fedora on top of his face to shield 


him from the sun, "...sucks." 

"Enlightening." 

A large, husky man with kind features strolled over to the pair 
with his arms full of drinks. "One Mai Thai" he handed Professor Green 
the beverage. 

The emerald-shorts clad Chron-Arch sat up, chugged it greedily, 
"thank you, thank you." Then Professor Green laid back down and 
replaced his hat. 

Nick handed BreeAnna a bottle of water. 

"Seriously?" she took it with disgust. 

“How old are you?" 

BreeAnna sighed, "Twenty." 

Nicholas nodded, "Not old enough yet." and cracked open the 
beer he reserved for himself. He looked down at the exceptionally 
pasty Professor Green, "You are built like a gnarled old twig, you know 
that?" 

"Go to seven hells." came the muffled response. 
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Ruckus, a collective of silicone based nano-technological 
explorers, Communicated with their hive mind the visual approach. 

lt was of a mass of death. A single dead world with endless miles 
of writhing steel and jagged wiring. Crackling, snapping electricity 
flowed throughout the planet sized mass of rotting cadavers. As the 
Wrathager enter the Kuiper belt, Ruckus shifted to attack form. 

The RAPIDs collective approached the Wrathager at demi-light 
speed, and realized the folly after watching the Wrathager devour and 
incinerate Pluto within 4 minutes. Ruckus, directly in front of the 
Wrathager but avoiding its orbit, appeared like a toy action figure 
standing in front of a tank. Ruckus was tiny compared to the mass of 
dead bodies and decaying organic matter. 

Nevertheless, Ruckus had inhabited the mercury section of this 
solar system for eons before becoming enslaved by humanity. He was 


then freed by not only an intervening alien, but also by several 
humans. He owed humanity a debt. Ruckus absorbed all available 
mass nearby, including free-flowing hydrogen particles from the 
streams of open space. Yet even with the additional growth, compared 
to the Wrathager he appeared the size of Earth when compared to the 
Sun; he was minuscule. 

But his hive mind consciousness conducted only one thought... 
‘Protect Humanity’. 
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Professor Green, after his fun on Titan with Nicholas baker 
and BreeAnna Bytheway, traipsed through the cosmos. 

He settled a dispute between the natives and the settlers of 
Tarachon 4 Prime, then Professor Green dispatched Baker and 
Bytheway to investigate a small section of space inhabited by sentient 
gas clouds in the early 1800's. 

It was at this point that he snuck away, and was able to save the 
cosmos with a few of his future selves. 

The intervening distress calls he received from not only the 
Movellans and the Sontarons, but also Bro, the Shadow Proclamation, 
the Time Agency, Torchwood and even Saber went unanswered. 

Professor Green was busy... 
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Shadow Proclamation Outpost. Triskelion. 2222 AD. 


Saber leaned against the wall of the vault as she watched the 
various attacks unfold. It was hard for her to comprehend what was 
happening. Her psychic glass buzzed and she tossed it on a desk. 

The form of the Albino Servant emerged in a choppy, static- 
choked hologram. 

The servant said, “I take it you've seen the initial confrontation 
reports.” 

Saber said nothing. 

The Albino Servant continued, “...and the damage?” 


“Damage?” Saber suddenly had an outburst, “Damage is when a 
human has a fender bender. Damage is when you drink too much and 
have a hangover the next day. Damage isn't a big deal, damage can 
be fixed or repaired but this.,.” 

Saber noted the 4 billion dead and the rising toll. She watched all 
the different planets charred black and left a hull at best... 
disintegration at worst, “This is a god damned nightmare.” 

The servant said, “All Shadow Proclamation designates have been 
contacted. We have the aid of the Time Agency, Torchwood-” 

“Still no word from the Time Lords?” 

“They're all dead, Saber... surely you know that by now - all dead 
except for the few hundred that escaped-” 

“Then they can help us!” 

“How?” the Albino woman leered with pink, impatient eyes, “We 
have no way of contacting Gallifrey. Do you have an alternate means? 
And besides, just because they have the word 'Lord' in their name, 
doesn't’ make them gods!” 

Saber nodded then her attention was gripped by something even 
more awful. Onthe Solar System quadrant screen, Saber noted a 
half-light-year long string of metal and wiring debris. Trash strewn 
haphazardly about space. It looked vaguely familiar, but the detritus 
wasn't from a ship or a planet... what was that? 

“Oh Seven Hells!” Saber placed a hand to her mouth, “Ruckus...” 
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Shadow Proclamation Headquarters. 

“What does Jack have to say about all of this.” Saber was rubbing 
her eyes. 

The Albino Servant answered, “Harkness appears to be 


incommunicado. We can't get a lock-” 

“Out flirting with the Doctor again?” 

“Regardless,” was the Servant's way of agreeing, “The rest of the 
Time Agency and the Shadow Proclamation have joined forces with 
Torchwood for this case. It's unlike anything we've ever seen before.” 

Saber listened as she watched the screen, “The star debris is 
beginning to gather itself back into one mass...” 

The Albino Servant watched the space debris and detritus 
glowing a strange, amorphous shade as the pieces began slowly re- 
attaching themselves to each other. Silver cabling, silicone wiring, 
mechanical debris - all of it was beginning to re-form into a solid 
mass, “It appears the RAPIDs are re-forming. Perhaps we can use it 
again later, after we've added all of our numbers to the offensive 
against the Wrathager.” 

Saber listened to the words, and one in particular stuck in the 
back of her psyche and simply wouldn't leave. Wrathager. 

The Albino Servant gazed over at Saber, “Agreed?” 

But Saber wasn't listening. 

S.A.B.E.R., the Symbiosis-Armed Bio-Engineered Recombination, 


was lost for a moment in the forest of her memories... 
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Saber does not remember her real name. Nor does she 


remember the original name of her planet. These bits of information 
have been lost, whether by accident or design. 

500 years ago, the high lords were conducting experiments 
relating to immortality. The experiments took place on different worlds 
with different developmental levels in different galactic quadrants. 

Saber was little more than a child when the experiments took 
place, and her planet was infected with Lazarius9. 

As a young girl, she was forced to watch her entire town taken 
over by a cyber-zombie known as a 'Wreckard’. But this was the first 
incident of the Lazarius9 outbreak, and it wouldn't be the last. 

The Wreckard grew into a Wreckoner, a gigantic mass of rotting 
flesh, iron infrastructure, electricity and steam. The Wreckoner 
became the size of an entire country. 

At the time, the population of Saber's planet was two hundred 
million. They had no sort of defense against the onslaught of the 
cyber-zombie, and the situation was made all the more hopeless by 
the fact that the Wreckoner absorbed the dead, adding the bodies to 
its total mass. 

Eventually to the horror of the survivors, the Wreckoner grew 
ever-more massive until it became a Wrathager, taking over the entire 
planet. 

Saber was dead. 

Her entire race dead. 

Her planet... Dead. 

When the Wrathager had finally been defeated by the Time 
Lords, they formed the Shadow Proclamation contingent - which was 
to keep an eye out for existential threats across time and space. 

Later on, of course, this gave way to the Time Agency, 


Torchwood, and so on. 

But the High Lords created a weapon out of the ashes of Saber's 
home world. When an investigator, a High Lord called 'The Van Guard' 
found the body of a young girl inundated with the Wrathager's DNA, 
and he had an idea... 

Experiments took place, some dark science and manipulation of 
genomes later and a powerful device was born. It was part 
TARDINIUM, quantum-strength powered, virtually indestructible and 
extremely intelligent. 

This was the weapon the High Lords had hoped would win them 
the Last Great Time War. A symbiosis-armed, bio-engineered 
recombination. 

The S.A.B.E.R. 
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“Well, sir,” Nicholas Baker shook Professor Green's hand, “I 
wasn't too keen at first but | gotta say - this little year-long holiday 
with you has been a bonafide blast!” 

The high lord in the emerald suit nodded, and watched as Nick 
hugged BreeAnna goodbye, “You take care of this old daft git, now...” 

BreeAnna nodded, her pink pig-tails bouncing, “You got it, 
Mister.” 

As he walked up the stairs, Nicholas looked back at the time lord 
and his companion, “Oh, and when you come back by again make 
Sure it's not the purple you. | like all your other colors, Traveller - | like 
black, | like white, | like blue, | like the man in red but that Violet 
Stranger-” 

“| know,” Professor Green agreed, “Nobody likes my 6" self. 
Hazards of the game.” 

Nicholas smiled as he strode upstairs, “See you soon, Traveller.” 

He heard the wind-chimes of Purge leaving as he opened the 
door to his bar... 
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Professor Green stood on the promenade of the Shadow 
Proclamation Headquarters and stared over at Ruckus. The RAPIDs 
collective was shredded, scarred, and scorched. The silicone being 
was on the mend but it was obvious he had taken a fairly severe 
thrashing. 

The emerald-clad Chron-Arch said nothing but his companion, 
BreeAnna Bytheway, didn't have such filters, “You look just... tore up, 
dude.” 

Ruckus turned to the young Asian woman in pink, “Who are you 
again?” 

The Albino servant stood directly in front of the accidental time 
lord and aimed a laser pointer at the immense display screen, “This 
Wrathager has entered Earthen Empire space. It destroyed an outer- 
lying planetoid called 'Pluto' but since has yet to destroy any other 
planets in the Solar System.” 

“Because there's no life on them.” Professor Green said. 

Saber interjected, “Meaning that it's headed to Earth?” 

Professor Green nodded, “The only logical conclusion.” 

The Albino Servant pointed to the screen at the vast swath of war 
vessels on the horizon, looming, headed to engage the Wrathager, “A 


rogue Cyber-men attack cruiser, the last remaining Sontaron battle 
fleet, the Judoon, allegiant Silence and a horde of Headless Monks, 
Zygons and even Rutons have made their way here to destroy the 
cyber-zombie Planet. “ 

“A last stand.” Professor Green uttered. 

Saber turned to him, “Will it work?” 

“NO...” 
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BreeAnna watched in terror as the huge holoscreen split 
into dozens upon dozens of gray, crackling faces. All horrified. 

All dying. 

The unintelligible garble of shouts and orders created an echoing 
cacophony in the headquarters which made BreeAnna more nervous 
by the second. 

All those warships... hundreds of them. 

All exploding one-by-one due to the relentless, machine-like 
pressure attack from the Wrathager. 

Saber shook her head, the Albino Servant was stunned to silence, 
the Time Agents and members of Torchwood bore witness in terror 
while the Judoon and the rest of the Shadow Proclamation all yelled 
and lamented, including Bro. 

One-by-one, the faces on the screens went dark. Hundreds, 
perhaps thousands dead in a matter of minutes. 


The Albino Servant stared out at the unending horror, “What are 
we to do?” 

No one answered her. 

Professor Green sighed, and BreeAnna was about to ask him 
something when she was interrupted by yet another alien. This one 
made her jump. It was bald and gray with huge, bloodshot eyes and 
Slimy, octopus-like tentacles which dripped from it's unsightly maw. 
The creature spoke but the voice came not from its mouth, but from a 
strange glowing orb which it held in its hand, “We are on the focal 
point of the Ages. It is nearing completion.” 

BreeAnna was chilled to the bone, and stepped away from the 
terrifying demon as Professor Green turned to face it, “Ah. Uriel-Ro. 
The great secret keeper. No need to be afraid, BreeAnna, he's an Ood. 
An alien race which serves to bear witness to major events in time.” 

This garnered no attention from Bro or Saber or the Time Agents 
or the Albino Servant or the Judoon Guard or the Silence or the 
Headless Monks or, really any one else in the room. 

The Ood representative, Uriel-Ro, gazed waveringly at BreeAnna, 
“The time has come...” 
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“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” BreeAnna 
demanded. 

Professor Green placed a hand on her shoulder, and instantly she 
was calmed. No longer... off-put, for whatever reason, despite the 
horrendous destruction emblazoned on the static-choked screen 
above her. 

Regardless of the endless chaos surrounding her, BreeAnna felt 
renewed. 

The Ood altered his glare to the jade-clad time lord, “Are you 
prepared, Capazieleohnechvezorixtrevelar?” 

BreeAnna looked at him, “Prepared for what?” 


Professor Green acted as if he didn't hear her, “BreeAnna, please 
go get the ‘crimson arm of time’ for me? It's sitting on the console, in 
Purge there...” he motioned with his green exclamation-mark cane. 

“You have a plan?” she seemed excited. 

The old High Lord nodded, and smiled quite sadly, “Onward.” 
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“My God in heaven...” Saber trailed off as the last vessel 
was destroyed, “What are we going to do?” she turned to face Ruckus, 
the Albino Servant, Bro and the Shadow Proclamation and everyone 
else in the room, the she was screaming, “Anyone?! We need to stop 
this GOD-DAMNED WRATHAGER NOW!!!” 

A whisper was so powerful it silenced the entire room as 
Professor Green uttered, “It's my fault.” 

The crowd parted for Saber as she turned her fury to him, 


“What?!” 

“When | regenerated, and we went to see Madame TeSa’at, the 
quantum power | received there brought something back with me. An 
anti-me. An anti-time lord called the Entangled Consortium. They've 
gathered enough power to manifest in a physical state permanently. 
Now...” he sighed, “They will not stop until there is nothing left of life 
in the entire Universe but their abominated version. Their infinite 
rotting sadness...” 

The Command Time Agent walked slowly to Professor Green, and 
Saber's eyes were chrome silver as she asked, “There must be a way.” 
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“Greetings weary Traveller-” came a booming voice from 
overhead. 

BreeAnna had strode across the huge, empty green control room 
toward the console panel, and almost placed a hand upon the 
burgundy time watch when, suddenly, Purge began to speak. 


“It's now time for you to continue your journey.” the tinny, female 
voice concluded from some intercom BreeAnna couldn't see. 

The confused Asian girl in pink stared around blankly, “...what?” 

Purge continued, “Your name is Capazieleohnechvezorixtrevelar. 
You are colloquially Known as the Traveller.” 

“...What?!” 

The IEOTARDIS explained, “You are the 11" incarnation of the 
Traveller, commonly called 'The Unwelcome Guest’. Sometimes 'The 
Pink Detective' as well as 'The Pink Lady'.” 

“WHAT ?!” 

“The ‘crimson arm of time' belongs to you. Please take it now.” 

BreeAnna, completely floored, wide-eyed, mouth agape, picked 
up the red temporal device. 

..And placed it on her wrist. 
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“I had hoped-” the saddened time lord said, “That our 
marshaled forces would be enough to combat the Wrathager.” 

Saber looked at the blank screen. All those dead... 

“But it wasn't.” Professor Green finished and turned to everyone 


gathered. He held his arms open wide in a confessional, and his voice 
raised as his eyes began to glow viridian, “It's less than two hours 
from Earth now. There is one last option. And, it's my responsibility. | 
will destroy this demon of immortality - | urge you to withdraw your 
forces.” 

“With-DRAW?!” the Albino Servant was incensed, “What are you 
babbling about now, Traveller? Why in seven hells would we 
WITHDRAW?” 

Professor Green hesitated before opening the door to his jade 
Pagoda, “Because of the path of destruction I'm going to leave...” 
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Inside Purge, Pink lightning exploded in snarling currents 


which wildly whipped around the control room. 


It slowly subsided as the Unwelcome Guest looked down at her 
pink time watch, “I remember now...” 

The pink-clad Chron-Arch raised her head, and her eyes were 
pouring out a luminescent, unworldly pink glow as she said, “| 
remember everything.” 

She snapped her fingers and crackling pink electricity exploded, 
echoing throughout the massive control room. When the thunder 
subsided, the pink lightning trails snaked off and before her stood a 
bright-pink mannequin. 

Traveller smiled at her time machine: Purge version 11, “Shall 
we?” 

The Unwelcome Guest disappeared into future. 


...other tales, for a later time... 
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Professor Green noted how very empty it was inside the 
IEOTARDIS, as his footfalls trailed off into echoing nothingness. “So... it 
was true. This whole time.” 

Purge echoed from overhead, “Indeed.” 

“I see we're talking again, Perfect.” 

Pergect replied, “I could go into the minutia of the power being 
restored, but...” 

The time lord in the jade suit nodded, “But we have other things 
on our agenda at the moment.” he tossed his green fedora onto the 
emerald-hued control console. He ran his fingers through his sandy 
hair as he gave his IEOTARDIS a last glance, “Seems like | didn't get 
enough time...” 

Purge answered in a much softer voice, “You received the same 
amount of days as any traveler - you got a lifetime...” 
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Professor Green piloted Purge onto the surface of the 
Wrathager. The moment she touched down, the power levels 
depleted and the lights dimmed. 

Instantly, the Chron-Arch's senses heightened. 

Someone, or something, was running toward him. 

Flares of emerald light exploded from the time lord's eyes as he 
reached behind him, catching Mr. White by the throat. Professor Green 
smiled, turning to face his enemy. 

The Entangled quantum predator was wearing the mask of the 
Traveller's former self, and Mr. White was bathed in an eerie green 
glow. 

“You'll simply have to do better than that!” Professor Green 
absorbed the power of the Entangled, crushing the creature until it 
was a Static bubble of potential energy and nothing else. 

Mr. Blue and the man in red instantly appeared from nothingness 
on either side of the Professor. They attacked with their crimson and 
indigo laser swords, bright blue and red light bathing Purge in 
alternating flashes, as if a wayward police car had suddenly joined 
the scene. 

Professor Green vanished into jade haze. 

And Mr. Blue and the man in red decapitated each other, their 
false fronts fizzling into an illusion of static. 

Professor Green reappeared on the other side of Purge, his ocular 
cavities flared under his fedora, appearing like headlights of bright 


teal which replaced the blue and red flashing. 

“What is this abomination before me?” The emerald-clad wizard 
shouted to the entities which he knew watched him from the void. 

Before long, another Professor Green stood before him. And 
smiled. 

The accidental Chron-Arch tilted his head at the Entangled One. 

The false time lord pretended for a moment to make the same 
movements as Professor Green, and mimed him. Until, after a few 
rather unnecessary motions, the entangled one finally stopped the 
charade and spoke, “Okay - this is ridiculous.” 

Professor Green nodded, almost impressed “Oh, the Wrathager 
can speak now?” 

The ersatz green wizard threw away his jade fedora but didn't 
respond. 

Professor Green said, “You certainly have evolved since the first 
time | Saw you on the Miracle Planet.” 

The Wrathager looked at Professor Green with his own face and 
replied, “You realize I'm the next state of existence. You don't have a 
chance of stopping this evolution.” 

“A RETROGRADE AT BEST!” Professor Green shouted. 

The Wrathager peered down at its emerald tie and promptly tore 
it from its neck, “Your sense of fashion is atrocious.” 

Professor Green noticed a peculiar growl to his counterpart. 
There was a darkness to this imitation. Something grimy. Something.... 
off. “Don't change the subject.” the true time lord began, “I have 
traipsed throughout all of existence, and | have seen wonders so 
exponential they change the very fabric of reality. I've borne witness 
to seemingly imperceptible events in the quantum flow of time which 


alter the course of what we laughingly call 'Destiny'.” 

The Wrathager began to stride toward Professor Green, “Life is 
best when it's simple. All of your wanna-be Shakespeare won't change 
the fact that my existence is more efficient. No particle of matter left 
behind, no single rotting carbon atom going to waste, all thought and 
intuition combined to a unified function.” 

“To what end?” Professor Green demanded, “This deep, dark and 
lovely void is punctuated with bright, seemingly endless sparkles. Our 
universe iS made unique specifically because life needs change. 
Progress. Growth. 

In all the infinite, wondrous events across this cosmos there are 
things to satiate the desires of both the gross and the sublime. | will 
protect this diversity. From you. Because you offer nothing but a 
homogeneous horror - a sickening, twisted amalgam of what you think 
unification should be.” 

Professor Green's impostor looked forlorn as he shook his head, 
“The future is happening now, accidental lord of time. | am your 
replacement. The only natural course of evolution is to subjugate 
those which are our lessors.” 

The true Chron-Arch cleaned his glasses, “And you deem that to 
be everything that isn't you?” 

The Wrathager growled, “You're learning.” 

Professor Green's impostor attacked him violently, brutally, and it 
was a Straight-forward, full-frontal assault. 

The Chron-Arch lived up to his name, however, as every blow was 
met with a block from the emerald umbrella, and every strike evaded, 
as if the time lord had seen all of this coming. 

Naturally, Professor Green had, “How many times are we going to 


go through this?” he asked. 

The Wrathager spun around to find himself surrounded by 
thousands of Professor Greens, “We've done this dance before, and | 
grow weary of your foolish games!“ 

Abruptly, the false time lord was gone. 

Professor Green snapped his fingers, releasing his illusion army 
into emerald fire-flies, and he stood alone once more. “Readings?” he 
shouted up overhead, “Purge? Where is-” 

He was flung across the room. 

A direct hit to the back of his head sent Professor Green 
Sprawling across the console bridge, slamming to the grated deck. 

The man in black stood with his ebony eyes trailing smoke. 
Grinning like a madman. An immense, green-grid gauntlet was 
emanating from Black's time watch and it encompassed his entire left 
arm in a huge, Goliath-like appendage. 

Professor Green stood, “Really? Fisticuffs? How very common! 
How very devolved! | thought you purported to be the next stage in 
life's sophistication!” 

The Black Wrathager slung his enormous hulk fist at Green. 

The time lord caught it, “AND YOU ARE REALLY STARTING TO 
PISS ME OFF!” 

Professor Green intensified the gravity of Purge directly under the 
man in black, and the impostor was ground down to trails of static- 
ridden particles, then nothing more. 

Purge intoned from overhead, “Entangled Consortium - 
Incoming.” 

The beleaguered time lord stared up in surprise, “I'm aware of 
that Purge - what do you mean? More?” 


As if on queue, the Violet Stranger appeared but he wasn't alone. 
The Traveller was suddenly met with the next wave of his future 
selves: Silver Nemesis, the bronze drifter, Amber Out-Lander, Titian 
Visitor... 

The Entangled Consortium was drawing power from the future. 

All of the future Traveller said in a unified voice, “We are taking 
over. The future is now ours. We have already won.” 

Professor Green was burning so brightly now that the emerald 
tint in his eyes turned white hot. 

An explosion obliterated the entirety of the console room. 

Moments later, Professor Green stood alone in the dust. How 
much longer could he keep this up? 

BreeAnna was there, beside him, glowing pink and suddenly 
staring at him with peering fuscia eyes. This startled him for a brief 
moment, then his fear turned to anger, “Cheap shot!” 

As the impostor of Traveller's 11" incarnation moved forward to 
attack, Professor Green did something the Entangled Consortium 
didn't expect. 

He embraced her. 

Professor Green whispered, “Oh, Unwelcome Guest - you 
certainly live up to your name.” 

The time lord absorbed her, crushing her very essence into 
himself until there was nothing but a pink scarf, and he gazed upon it 
sadly as it evaporated into the aether. 

It reminded him of Jade. 

.. Jade, all those centuries ago... 

And something occurred to Professor Green. In that moment, 
before he met his final incarnation, he developed a plan. 


That conniving old green wizard smiled as he watched the 
Entangled Consortium appear for a final time. 

He opened his arms wide and grinned at the One-Man-Army. 
Madam TeSa'at relayed a future-memory when she restored 
Professor Green from his amnesia - a memory locked in the quantum 

realm. A remembrance of things that hadn't yet happened... 

The final incarnation of the Traveller was said to have 
accidentally visited the very end of the universe. In the endless, 
formlessness at the end of existence itself there was nothing left but 
dark matter and dark energy... until the Traveller showed up. 

The additional presence of his matter tipped the scale between 
the two opposing forces, causing them to collapse. 

This collapse cascaded into gravitational waves which rippled 
through all remaining matter, drawing it together until at last the 
matter collected into a super-gravity well, causing a black hole. 

The black hole became so massive that all matter and energy 
coalesced then collapsed... causing the big bang, and jump-starting 
the universe. 

Since the Traveller was at the very beginning of time and then 
present at the very end of time, his existence became a fixed point. 

This final form of the Traveller - known as the 'One-Man-Army' - 
was Said to be a force of nature. He was evolved even beyond a Time 
Lord, he was... something else entirely. A sort-of holding pattern, or 
stop-gap, for existence. 

As long as he was around, the cosmos was compelled to continue 
in its celestial clockwork. Indestructible. Unfathomable. 

A God, for all intents and purposes. 

Professor Green was weary as he Stared at his future, presumably 


final self. 

The One Man Army was disturbing, in a way, to gaze upon for the 
temporal being was always shifting. One second, the time god 
appeared like Mr. White but much like a hologram, if one changed 
their view slightly, then they may be staring at the Violet Stranger or 
perhaps the Unwelcome Guest or the man in black or some bizarre 
combination therein. 

Fear, then. 

And Professor Green hadn't been afraid in a very, very long time. 

His three hearts pumped super-adrenals and omni-protiens 
directly into his orange bloodstream, shooting through his time lord 
veins in a mad dash. His super-human senses coursed to over-drive, 
and the accidental Chron-Arch was prepared for the impossible. 

As the One-Man-Army expanded in the empty IEOTARDIS, 
outward-folding tens then hundreds then thousands of Travellers, all 
shimmering nightmarish and full of color and hatred, Professor Green 
remembered that this wasn't real. 

This was all an illusion. 

This wasn't the One-Man-Army, nor the man in red nor Mr. Blue 
nor the Violet Stranger or the bronze drifter or any of them. Any of 
him. 

It was the Wrathager, the Entangled Consortium made manifest. 

Professor Green watched the endless imitations of him; Amber 
Out-Lander and Titian Visitor and the silver nemesis - all these future 
and past selves that the Entangled Consortium had stolen from his 
memories - they simply weren't real. 

As the Jupiter-sized Wrathager careened through the solar system 
toward Earth, Professor Green realized that standing here, inside 


Purge, fighting these damned creatures would never end. 

He could never defeat them all. 

And that was the point. 

The Entangled Consortium almost had him! Professor Green 
acknowledged that he almost fell for their trap: wasting time 
destroying countless enemies that would, literally, never stop coming. 
All while the Wrathager plummeted toward helpless Earth. 

Not today. He shook his head. 

So as the interior of his IEOTARDIS filled with these endless, 
quantum-locked predators, he feigned his fear. 

Then, Professor Green turned the tables. 

The most tactically brilliant decision he made was to simply back 
out of his time machine... then lock the door behind him. 

Professor Green left the entirety of the Entangled Consortium 
firmly locked in Purge. He smiled as he walked away, hearing the 
hundreds of thousands of screams bellowing from inside. They 
couldn't get out. 

Casually, he cleaned his glasses, shaking his head at how 
remarkably foolish it was to try to pretend to be the Traveller. Poor 
imitations, all of them! 

That problem solved, the accidental Chron-Arch moved on to the 
final phase. He was aware that the quantum-locked predators 
would begin to cannibalize Purge. Immediately, the IEOTARDIS began 
to collapse from the strain. A near-infinite amount of pressure crushed 
the outer plasmic shell of Purge while simultaneously sapping her 
power. He had to hurry. 

Professor Green stood and stared around at the horrifying 
landscape... simply grotesque, endless fields of decay and jagged 


metal. 

This would not pass. 

The man in black suddenly swam into the emerald Chron-Arch's 
mind, and he thought of what his future-self had said when they were 
back on Gallifrey, “Alright, you're powerful - | get it. The most powerful 
of us all: Wanna knock this shit off before you destabilize the planet 
core, you jackass?!” 

Emerald lightning swirled in a powerful jade tornado around the 
Chron-Arch. His eyes exploded outward, ever-brightening, as Professor 
Green stared at his glowing grip, “A most mechanical and dirty 
hand...” he turned his alien eyes to the Wrathager, “I shall have such 
revenge on you... The things | will do, what they are - yet | Know not... 
but they will be the TERRORS of the COSMOS!” 

The time lord slammed his fist down onto the surface of the 
Wrathager. 


A shock-wave blast of such immensity had never been seen 
before or since. Having evacuated all remaining forces to safety, 
the Albino Servant witnessed the devastation, “That High Lord 
expelled more energy in one second than the sun will burn in a billion 
years...” she trailed off. 

Saber shook her head, tears streaking silver down her face, “He 
Saved us all.” 

The Shadow Proclamation Headquarters was bathed in silence... 


Traveller: Professor Green 
Chapter 100 


Inside Purge, Saber was greeted with nothing but black. 
The jade Pagoda was charred and powerless, only a feeble crimson 
light flashed intermittent. Bro looked around, “Where is-” 

Saber turned over the still form of Professor Green. 

It wasn't Professor Green any more. 

A tall, slim, older man with salt and pepper stubble lay in his 
place instead. Ebony wafts of smoky energy trailed out of his eyes 
when he opened them abruptly, “Sully! Get D3!” then sat up. 

The man in black peered around his darkened time machine, 
charcoal-colored electricity swirling around him. He turned his smoke- 
pouring, ebony eyes to Saber, “Wait, wait, wait - | was - we were - 
you. You're the girl one. And then there's...” the amnesiac time lord 
pointed at Bro, “then there's the Rhino. Where's the Baker? And the 
Pink Lady? And the Green Wizard?” 

Bro smiled, at least as much as a rhinoceros can smile, and said, 
“He's never going to remember anything after he regenerates, is he?” 

Saber picked up the man in black and dusted him off, then 
grabbed his lapels, leaning in close. 


“OH!” Bro got excited, “Are you gonna do the memory transfer? 
Head-butt him?” 

Saber stared into the man in black's smoky eyes, “I have a better 
idea...” and she kissed him. Passionately. She never stopped kissing 
him, in fact, and Bro eventually looked around the trashed time 
machine, then felt awkward and decided to bail. 

“I'm just gonna-” the rhino was busy pushing buttons on his 
transporter, “Go-” he continued, and finally noticing the two lovers 
weren't paying any attention, “-Away...” he vanished in a flurry of 
light. 

To leave Saber and the man in black embracing in the darkness... 


The Accidental Chron-Arch will return 


Traveller... into black 
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